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Mr. CON GREVE. 
Hen Vertue in urſuit of f Bain eee 5 


And forward ed he — 
the Tears, . * 90% 


e timely court the ral 1 Herd's ITY 8 


Ind om his /ide, the Poet wiſely draws; ; 
peaking” vim hereafter plauſe. — 

[be day wt come, when 57575 al reverue » 
kwnig herero el from what w uur Fe 
ruck amd ſup 4 5 tha# praſſe 
Keputation, which we ſtrive 10 raiſe. 

leave fb . Jo badly 2 1 wob'd - 
er, lite 4 Miftriſs., . . 
e E ! NN ſore ow" the 
ACE 3 : 

boks behind, av w 157 from Bur. 
brate + + - | 
yields, the yiehdoſurrenders all buy Charts 

you but fires * gently to you Arms. 

0 _—_— „fach ee in yon Lines 


* wie dads t her Nes 
* DEN has long extended his 3 
be divine , quite through the Muſes 


and, 
A 2 Abſs- 


Abſolute Lord; and holding, now from nou, 
But great Apol lo , his =ndoubted Croun, 
That” E Empire ſettled , and grown old 
Pow'r 
Can wiſh for nothing, but a Sutceſſor : 
Not to enlarge his "Ep bat maintain 
Thoſe Provmces, which be alone could gat 
His 2 Wicherly in wiſe Retreat, 
Thought it not worth bis quiet to be grea 
1 , . Etherege „ in wild J 
ures toſt 
age! Int reſt, to his hopes Ie 
1 Lee and Otway dead! C 1 


ears 
The Ni and laſt Comfort of his Ye 
May'ft 2 ive long in thy great Maſi 
. es 
And growing under him, adorn theſe || 
But Ls! - uben part of him ¶ be tba 
ate 
His Body yielding muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Ter, is deathleſs Works , and the: 
in 
The natural Succeſſor of his Mind, 
Then may'ſt thou finich what he has bey 
Heir to 7 Merit, be in Fame bis Son. 
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What thou haſt done shews all is wt Be 
Power ; atut 
And to write better , only muſt write hic 
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Tit ſomething to be willing to comment 
— 22 be praiſe » is that 1 am 
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Mr. CONGREVE: 


18 HE Danger's great in theſe cenſo- 
rious days, 
When Criticks are 15 rife, to venture Praiſe : 
= When the infectious and ill-natur'd Brood 
Behold , and damn the Work , becauſe 'tis 


8 

And with a proud, ungenerous Spight 
would try 

To paſs an Oſtraciſm on P 

But you , my Friend , your orth does 
ſafely bear 

Above their Spleen ; ; you have no cnn 
ght 

ike a well · mettled Hawk » You too — 

Quite out of reach, and almoſt out of Acht. 

the ſtrong Sun, in a fair Summers day : 


ou riſe, and drive the Miſts and Clouds 

away , Prey. 
c Owls and Bats , and all the Birds 
ch Een of yours , like politht Steel's ſo» 


«Mi Beauty fafe , it wants no other . 
ature her ſelf's beholden to your Dreſs, 
Which tho ſtill like, much fairer you er- 
preſs. 
dme vainly ſtriving Honour to obtain, 
ave to their Heirs the Traffick of their 
Brain re, 
ike China under Groand „the ripening Wa- 
A 3 In 
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In a long time, perhaps grows worth out 
Care: (ſown, WM 

But you now reap the Fame, ſo well you've Ml ; 
ThePlanter taſts his Fruit to ripeneſs grown, Wl 1 
As a fair Orange-tree at once is ſeen, Fo 
Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtil! with Wl -/ 
green 3 By 

So at one time, my worthy Friend appears “ 
With all the lap of Youth , and weigh 4 
of Years. \. : 
Accept my pious Love, as forward Zeal il ;,, 
Which tho” it ruins me I can't conceal : Hy 
Expos'd to Cenſure for my weak Applauſe, ;r; 
I'm pleas'd to ſuffer in fo juſt a Cauſe: Wn 
And tho, my Offering may unworthy pro 
Take, as a Friend, the Wishes of my Love. * 
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On his PLAY called J the : 


| OLD BATCHELOR. 


It , like true Gold, refin'd from all Allay , 
Immortal is , and never can decay: 
Tu in all Times and Languages the ſame ; 
Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flame: 
Fer, tha the Form and Faſhion don't remain, 
TH intrinfick value ſtill it will retain, 


| 


Then les each ſtudied Scene br y with rt 
And Fulgment fweat to form the labour d Part, 

Each Charafler be juſt , and Nature ſeem , 

Without th Ingredient , Wit , "tis al but Phlegm: 

For that's the Soul \, which all the Maſs muſt move, 
And wake onr Paſſions into Grief , or Love. 

But vou, too Bounteows , ſow your Wit ſo thick, 

We are ſurprix d, and know not where to pick: 

And while our Clapping does you Juſtice do, 
Our ſelves we injure , and loſe ſomething new. 
What may'nt we then, great Youth , of thee preſage , 
Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tranſcend thy «Ave ? 
How omg wah at thy Meridian _ > 
Who, at thy riſing , giv'ſt ſo vaſt a Light? 

When DRYDEN e deceiye, 
Whom we Immortal , «s bis Wort, believe ; 

Thou ſhalt ſucceed , the Glory of the Stage , 

Adern and entertain the coming Age. 


Bevil Higgins, 


PRO LOGUE, 
ended for the old Batchelour , ſent to 
the Author, by an unknown Hand. 


Oft Authors on the Stage at firſt appear 
Like  Widows-Bridegrooms , full of 
doubt and fear: | 
ey Judge from the experience ofthe Dame, 
ow hard a Task it is to quench her Flame: 
nd who falls short of furnishing a courſe , 

p to. his brawny predeceſſors force, 
AS. With 


SET a 


4 | . ü $3 . | | 
| Vith utmoſt rage from her embraces thrown, 
emains convicted, as an empty Drone. 
hus often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner 

. Proves in the end, a miſerable Sinner. 
F _ for our Youngſter, I am ap to doubt 

: en 0 

With all the vigour of his Youth about him: 
But he, more Sanguine , truſts in one and I 

| twenty, Rr 

And impudently hopes he ſhall content ye. 
For tho” his Batchelour be worn and cold; 


He thinksthe Young may club to help the Old 
And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 75 
Is oſten brought about by both together. 7, 
The briskeſt of you all have felt Allarms, 3 
Finding the fair One proſtitute her Charms if x; 
With broken Sighs , in her old Fumblers s,, 

2 Arms. ] He” 
But for our Spark, he Swears he' Il ne're h Ne 

_ Jealous But 


Of any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows. 
Falth let him try his Chance, and if the Slave 
After his bragging prove a waſhy Knave; 
May he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely Den, 
never more have leave to dip his Per 

ut if he be the Champion he pretends, 7 
Both Sexes ſure will joyn to be his Friends; Mo 1. 
Por all agree, where all can have their ends. WBeca, 
And you muſt own him for a Man of Migbif I/ 

If he holds out to pleaſe you the third Nighs » 
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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Ow this vile World is chang'd ! In former days, 
Prologues , were ſerious Speeches, before Plays; 
Grave ſolemn things , as Graces are to Feaſts; 
Where ,. Poets begp'd a Bleſſing from their Gueſts. 
But now , no more like INES we come; | 
A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum: 
und with keen Satyr, and with pointed Wit, 7 
e threaten you who do for Fudges ſit , 
To ſave our Plays , or elſe we'll damn your Pit. 
But for your Comfort , it falls out to day , 
We've 4 young «Author and bis firſt born Play; 
So , ſtanding only on his good Behaviour , | 
He's very civil, and emreats your Favonr. . 
Not but the Man bas Malice, would be ſhow it, 
But on my Conſcience he's a baſhful Poet ; | 
You think that ſtrange — no matter, he'll out grow it, 
Ml, Pm hy Advocate — by me he prays you, 
don't know whether I ſhall [peak to pleaſe you) 
He prays — O bleſs me | what ſhall I do now? * 
222 he prays , or how! 
"Wd iu the prettieſt Prologue «s be wrote it! 
, the Deuce take me, if I ban't forgot it. 3 
oled, for Heavens ſake excuſe the Play, 8 1 2 


Becauſe ,' you » if it be damm'd to day, 
"thy! / be 72 KL bod what to rag 
hay for my ſake then — but I'm in ſuch Conſuſion , 
cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution. 5 
Runs oft. 
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D R A M AT IS. 


Men. 


Heartwell , a ſurly old Batchelour „ preten- 


2 to light omen; ſecretly in Love 
with Silvin. 


Bellmoar , in Love with Belinda. 


NE capricious in his Love; in Love 
way framiat a. | 


Cope, 5 , a Banker. 
Setter, a Pimp. oo 
Jn to Fondlewife. 


Women. 


| 8 in Love with Watulove: 
[ Belinda, her Coufin an affedted Lady, 
= Love with e 1 a 
13 a ætitia, Wife to Fo 
* yluia, Painlate's $ forfaken Nun. 
if 2 her 4 5 
Berey. | 
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| A c & 1 I. 11 71 
SCENE I. The Street, - 


Bell bur and Vainlove meeting. 


Audlaue, and abroad ſo early! good Mor- 
row, I thought a Contemplative Lover could 
no more haye parted with his Bed ina Mor- 
ling , than a' cauld have ſlept in't. * 

Vain. Bellmpur 4 good Mortow - Why truth an' 
; thele early Sallies ate hot pſyal to me; but Byy 
Ineſs as you ſee Sig - (Sbewing Letters, And Buſty 
 mult-be follow d, or be laſt. | I 
Bel. Pox o' Buſineſs And fo naß Time, | 
ly Friend , be cloſe purſued, or loſt. Buſineſs is 
ie rub of Liſe, petverts our Aim, caſts oft the 
#1 and leaves us wide and ſhort of the intended 
ik, zun 20" 35097227 3 * 


Yan, Pleaſurr . E gueſs yau mean. 


4 


12 The Old Batcbelour. 

Bell. Ay, what elſe has meaning? 

© Pain, Oh the Wiſe will tell you 

Zell. More than they believe or underſtand. 

Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man fy more 
than he underſtands ? 

Bell. Ay, ay, pox Wiſdom's nothing but a pre. 
—_— to know and believe more than we really 
do. You read of but one wiſe Man, and all that 
he knew was, that he knew nothing. Come [ 
come, leave Buſineſs to Idlers, and Wiſdom toil , 
Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be my Facul - { 
ty, and Pleaſure, my 1 and let Fathet il , 
Time ſhake his Glaſs. Let low and earthly Soul x 
grovel till they have work d themſelves fix foot deep 
into a Grave — Buſineſs is not my Element — 1 
row! in a higher Orb and dwell — - N 

Vain. In Caſtles'ith* Air of thy own building: 
That's thy Element, Ned — Well as high a Flyer 
as you ate, I have a Lure may make you ſtoop, 

* 6 . — 4 Letter, 

Bell. I marry Sir , I bave a Hawks Eye at « 

Womans hand — There's more Elegancy in the 
falſe Spelling of this Superſcription than in all Cice 
ro [ Takes up the Letter, | Let me ſee — How now! 
Dear perfidious Yainlove. + + -» | Reads 
Vain, Hold, hold, 'slife that's the wrong. 
Bell. Nay let's ſee the Name, Silvia! how can t 
thou be unyrateful to that Creature ? She's extream 
ly pretty and loves thee intirely I haye heard het 
breath ſuch Raptures about thee == 
Vain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about —— 
Bell. No faith Fran you wrong her; ſhe has bee 
juſt ro you. 
| | Vain, That's pleaſant , by my troth , from the 
1 e who haſt enjoy d her. ITS Meet 
Bell. Never — her Affections: tis true by He 
ven, ſhe own'd to my Face; and 'bluſting my 
8 . 10 


a 

_ The Old Batchelour: + | 
virgin Morn when it diſcloſed the Cheat, which, 
that 1 - of Nature , hy 7 hid, con · 
ſels' d her was true to you; I by rreachery 
had ſtoll'n the Bliſs —— | | 

Vain. So was true as Turtle — in imagination 
Ned, ha? Preach this Docttine to Husbands, and 
the married Women will adore thee. F 

Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough — 
If the Hasband be out of the way, far the Wife 
to ſhew her Fondneſs and Impatience of his Ab- 
ſence, by chooſing a Lover as like him as ſhe can, and 
what is unlike ſhe may help out with her own 
Fancy. 

2 But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be 
made a Blind of? For ſhe only ſtalks under him to 
take aim at het Husband. 

7 Bell. As you ſay the Abuſe is to the Lover, not 
e the Husband : For tis an e of her great 
Zeal towards him, that ſhe will enjoy him in Effigie. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſupetſtitious Country, 
where ſuch Zeal 7 for true Devotion. I doubt 
t will be damn'd by all our Proteſtant Husbands 
for flat Idolatry — Bar if you can make Alderman 
—— 4 of your Perſwaſion, this Letter will be 
needleſs. | 

ag What, the old Banker with the handſom 
Wife ? A 
Vain. Ay. 
Bell, Let me ſee, Laetitia | Oh tis a delicious 
Morſel. Dear Frank thou art the trueſt Friend in 
the World. ; 
Vain, Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting 
of Hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut 
out for one another; for my Temper quits an 
Amour, juſt where thine takes it up Bux read 
that, it is an Appointment for me, this Eyening ; 
when Fondlewife will be gone out of Town, to 

- '- "meer... 
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i4 The On bahn. 
meet the Maſter of a Ship about the feruti of; 
9 which he's in danget of loſing. Read, 
read. | a 

Bell. Reads. Hum, Hum Ot of Town thi; 
Evening , and talks of ſending for My. Spintext to keep 
me company; but Lie take care, be ſhall not be at home. 
Good! Spintext l Oh the Fanatick one ey d Parſon! 

Vain, Ay. 4 ; 

Bell. Read. Hum, Hum — That your Conver- 

ſation will be much more agreeable , if you can coun- 
rerfeit his Habit to blind the Servants. Very good! 
Then 1 muſt be diſguiſed — With all my Heart — 
It adds a Guſto to an Amour; gives it greater 
reſemblanee of Theft; and among us lewd Mor- 
tals , the deepet the Sin the ſweeter. Frank I'm 
amaz d at th Nature 

Vain. Faith I hate Love when tis forced upon a 
Man; as I do Wine— And this Buſineſs is none of 
my ſeekivg; I only hapned to be once or twice, 
where Laetitia was tbe hand{omeſt Womau in Com- 

2any ; ſo conſequently apply'd my [elf to her — 
Aud it ſeems, ſhe has taken me at my word— Had 
vou been there 6x any Body, t had been the ſame. 
Bell. I wilk I maß ſacceed as the fume. 

Fan. Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuc- 
koldom be” once raiſed up in a Woman, the Devil 

can't lay it, till ſhe has don't. | 3 

Bell. N. what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewiſe! 
Fin, A in f ms ſometimes 
very preciſe and peeviſh: Bur I have Wa him plea- 
ſant enough in his way much addicted ro Jea- 
louſfis, but more to Fondneſs: So tat as he is of- 
teu Jealous without a Cauſe, he's as oftch ſaticfied 
without Reafon, .._ e 
Bell. A very even Temper and fit for my pur- 

e., I muſt get your Man Setter to provide my 

Suite. 55 . F eee 
OS Vain, 


— — — 


Ly 
: 

4 
: 
: 
( 


'  — — m -—_ ——— —— 2—ͤ—2 
— N — 
\ 


— 


— — ED 


—— m ͤ.— p 
4 » w , 2 N 


/ # g 

The Old Batchelour: 17 
fun. Ay, you e him for and all if 
ju will, for you have made him fit for no body 
de — Well — : 

Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silvia's 
letter — Poor . Any hour of the day os 
wht will ſerve her — But do you know nothing 
+: new Rival there? | 

Vain. Yes, Hearrwell , that ſurly, old, preten- 
| Woman- hater thinks her Vertuous ; that's one 
Won why 1 fail her: I would have her fret her 
f out of conceit with me, that ſhe may entertain 


me thoughts of him. I know he viſits het ev 


Bel, Vet rails on ſtill , and thinks his Love uns 
down to us; a little cime will (well him ſo, he 
duſt be forc'd to give it birth, and the diſcovery 
{uſt needs be very pleaſant from himſclf, to fee 
hat pains he will take; and how be will ſtrain to 
deliver'd of a Secret, when he has miſcatried 
ut already. | | ; 
Vain, Well, Morrow, let's dine together, 
meet at the old place. 8 
Bel. With all my Heart, it lies convenient for 
o pay our Aſternoon Service to our Miſtreſſes 3 
ind 1 am damnably in Love ; I'm ſo uneaſie for 
* ſeeing Belinda yeſterday. | 
Vain, But I ſaw my cAraminta, yet am as 7 75 
„ | it. 
bell, Why whata Cormorant in Love am I 4 5 
it contented With the ſlavery of honourable Love 
one place, and the pleaſure of enjoying ſome. 
lf a (core Miſtreſſes of my, own acquiring; muſt 
take Yainlove's Buſineſs upon my hands, becauſe 
lay too heavy upon his; So am not only forc'd, 
le with other Mens Wives for em, but, muſt 
undertake the harder Task of obliging theic/ 
ſtreſſes I muſt take up, or I ſhall never hold 


. our; 


3 


: 


muſt put the laſt hand to it, and dub him Cuckol, 


' There's twelve thouſand pound Tom — Lis tn 
ie is exceflively' foppiſh and affected; but in n 
Conſcience I believe the Baggagę loves me; for ſl 


ber he bas all the 


2 3 Fleſh and Blood canngg, bear it always. 
e Enter Shaper. 
Sharp. I'm ſotry to ſee this, Ned: Once a Ma 
comes to his Soliloquys I give him for gone. 
Bell. Sharper , I'm glad co ſee thee. 


Sharp. What, is Belinda cruel , that you are {: 
thoughtfal 2 | | 


Bell. No faith, not for that — But there's a Bu 
fineſs of Conſequence fall'n out to day that tequite¶ . 
ſome Conſideration. | | | * 
\, Sharp, Ptithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſ P 


quence canſt thou have? * 
« Bell, Why you muſt know , is a piece of Wot 
toward the finiſhing of an Alderman ; it ſeems 


thar he may be of equal Dighity with the reſt « 
his Brethren : So I muſt beg Belinda s Pardon — 
- Sharp, Faith e en give her over for good-and-all 
you can have no. hopes of getting her for a Miſtrils 
and ſhe is too proud, too inconſtant, tao affed 
and too witty , and too handſome fot a Wife. 
Bel. But ſhe can't have too much Mony 


never ſpeaks well of mie her {elf , nor ſuffers a 
body elſe to rail at me. Then as Itald you there 
twelye thauſand Pound Hum Why fa 
upon ſecond Thouphrs , ſhe does not appear 10 
fo very affected neither = Give her her, due, 
rhigk the Woman's a Woman, and. That's all. 
ſuch Im ſure 1 ſhall like ber; for the Devil u 
me if 1 don't love Alf the Sex. 
Sharp. And bere comes one who . ſwears 
Sex. tg 2 


— 
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The Oli Blihelour. 17 
4 29 | Eber twell. 
C 


Bell. Who Heartwell! Ay, but he knows bettet 
things — How now George, where haſt thou been 
barling odious Truths, and entertaining Company 
lice a Phyſician , with diſcourſe of their diſcaſes 
od infirmities? What fine Lady haſt thou been 
pucting out of conceit with her ſelf, and perſwading 
that the face ſhe had been making all the morning 
yas none of her own ? for 1 know thou art as 
mmannerly and as unwelcome to a Woman, as 
Looking glaſs aſter rhe Small- pon. 
Heart. I confeſs I have not been (neering fulſom 
Lies and nauſeous Flattety ; fawming upon a little 
undty Whore , that will fawn upon me again, 
id entertain any *” comes, like a Tum - 
bler wich the ſame tricks over and over: For ſuch 
gaels may have been jour late employment. 
l. Would thou hadſt come a little ſooner , 
lainlove would have wrought thy Conyerſion , and 
en a Champion for the Cauſe. . '- - 
Heart. What, has he been here? that's one of 
wes Aptil-fools, is always upon ſome errand 
at's to no purpoſe, ever embarking in Adven- 
nes, yet never comes to harbrzur, - SY 
harp. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul 
feather 4 loves to buffer with the Winds, meet 
Tide and fail in the teeth of oppoſicions. © - 
Wy Heart, What has he not dropt Anchor at e4ra-- 


? KS Gas „ #44 | 
Bel. Truth on 't is ſhe fits his temper beſt is-a- 
ad of floating Iſland ; ſometimes ſecms in reach, 

n vaniſhes and keeps him huſied in the ſearch, 
Sþ:rp. She had need have a good ſhare of ſenſe. 
manage ſo Capricious a Lover. tt. 
Bel, Faith I don't know, he's of a temper the. 
| oe. molt 
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W Tibe e Baithelovr. 
moſt caſie to himſelf in the World ; he takes as 
much always of an Amour as he cares for , and 
quits it when it grows ſtale or unpleaſant. 


f 

0 
Sharp. An ar t of very little Paſſion. | 

good Underſtanding, and very ill Nature. PIE 1 

Wa 

aft 

| 

900 


Heart. And proves that Vainlove plays the Foo! 
with Diſctetion. | 

| Sharp. You Bellmour ate bound in gratitude to 
ſtickle for him; you with pleaſure reap that fruit, 
which he takes pains to ſow : he does the drud- 
y in the Mine, and you ſtamp your image on 


the Gold. 


Bell. He's of another opinion, and ſays 1 do Pre: 
the drudgery in the Mine: well, we have each our and 
ſhare of ſport, and each that which he likes beſt ; ¶ don 


"cis his diverfion to Set, tis mine to Cover the 


Partridge. | 
Heart. And it ſhould be mine to let em go again, 
Sharp. Not till you had Mouth'd a little George, 
1 chink that's all thou att fit for no . 
Heart. Good Mr. Toung- fellow, you'r miſta 
ken; as able as your ſelf ; and as nimble too, 1ho 
Imay'nt have fo much Mercury-in my Limbs. I. 
ttue | indeed, 1 don't fotce Appetite 4/ but wait the 
natural call of my Luft ,* and thunk it time enoug 
to be lewd , after I have had the temptation. 
Bel. Time enough! ay too ſoon, 1 ſhould ta 
ther have expected, from a perſon of your gravity 
Heart. Yet it is oftentimes too late with ſome of 
young, termagant flaſhy ſuinets = you hare 
all the guile ot the intention, and none of the 
plealure of the pratice == Tis ttue you are { 
eager in putſuit of the temptation, that you ſa 
the Devil the trouble of leading you into it. No 
is it out of diſcretion 4 that you don't ſwallow tha 
very Hook your ſelves have baited, but you 3 
cloy'd with the preparative y and what you me 


= 
* 
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for a Whet, turns the edge of your puny Stomachs. 
Your Love is like your Courage which — 
for the firſt year or two upon all occaſions; till 
in a little time, being diſabled or difarm'd, you 
abate of your vigour ; and that daring Blade which 
2 ſo often drawn, is bound to the Peate fot evet 
ifiet. 8 FOR 

Bell, Thou att an old Fornicator of a ſingular 
good Principle indeed! and art for etieouraging 
Youth, that they may be as wicked as thou art at 
thy years. eit aun 

b cart, I am for having every body be what they 
pretend to be; a Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter 
nd net like Fainlove , kiſs a Lap-dop ich pats 
fon, when it would diſguſt him from the Ladies 
own Lips. | | — 

Bell. That only happens ſometimes, whiere the 
Dog has che ſweeter Breath , for the more cleanly 
;Mcoovcyapce. But George, you muſt nat quattrel wil 
jule Gallantries of this nature : Women are often 
you by em. Who would refuſe to kiſꝭ a Lap-Dog, 
Fic were preliminary to the Lips of his Lady? 

Sharp. Gr omit playing with her Fan, and cool: 
be her if ſhe were hot, when it might intitle him 
bh office of warming her when ſhe ſhould be 
wid 7 E771 
Bell. What is it to read a Play in a rainy wy 1 
den it may be the means of getting itte a fair 
Lidies Books ? Though you ſhould be now and then 
nerrupted in a witty Scene, and ſhe perhaps pre · 
we her laughter, till che Jeſt were ovet; even this 
ay be bort wich, conſiderimg the teward i 
ro ty 13 X ey ; Vw. 14 - 
Heart, | confe fs you chat ate Womens Aſſes beat 
ater burdens , ate forced to undergo e 
Nneing, Singing, Sighiag, Whigi agg, 2 

Mage, Flattering; ,: Lying „ Orinning, Otinging, 
| PLL = ET 4-6-4 - and 
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and the dudgery of loving to boot. 
Bell. O Brute, the drudgery of Loving! 
Heart. Ay ; why to come to Love through all 
theſe incumbtances, is like coming to an . 
overcharg'd with Debts, which by the time you 
have pay'd, yields no further 7 <0 than what the 
bare tillage and manuring of the Land will pro- 


duce at the expence of your own Sweat. 


Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love? 4 
Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. | 
Heat. So 1 hate Phyſick too yet I may love Wt De 
to take it for my Health. | He 
Bell. Well come off George , if at any time youll ref 
ſhould be raken ſtraying. cor 
Sharp. He bas need of ſuch an excuſe , conſi-Wff his 
dering, the preſent ſtate of his Body. Th 
Heart. How d'ee mean? the 

| Sharp. Why if whoring be purging , as you call Eye 
it, then I my ſay Mariage is entring into a courſe © 2 
of Phyſick.  - con 
Bell. How George, does the Wind blow there WM and 
Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by Souti tion 
== marry quotha ! I hope in Heaven I bave Wit 
greater portion of Grace, and I think I have bai B 
ted too mauy of thoſe Traps, to be caught in ona} $ 
my (elf, | B 
Hell. Who the Devil would have thee ? unleſi you 
twete an Oyſter-woman , to propogate you H 
Fry for Bullingſgate=— thy Talent will never 1 bop. 
commend thee to any _ of better quality. han 
 MHeart,'My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking} B 
truth, which I dont expect ſhould ever recommend} # 
me to People of Quality — I thank Heaven, Nm 
have very N purchas d the hatred of all i B 
gteat Families in Town, ſtan, 


Sharp. And you in return of Spleen hate them 
But could you hope to be receiy'd into the A 
ance of a noble Family Hee 


2 


Heart. No, I hope I ſhall never merit that af. 
fiftion to be puniſh'd with a Wife of Birth = 

we a Stag of the firſt Head and beat my Horns 
aloft, like one of the ſupporters of my Wifes Coat. 
S$'death I would not be a Cuckold to e're an illu- 
ſttious Whore in England. 

Bell. What not to make your Family Man! and 
provide for your Children ? | 

Sharp. For her Children you mean. 

Heart. Ay there you've nick't it there's the 
Devil upon Devil — Oh the Pride and Joy of 
Heart twould be to me, to have my Son and Heir 

WH reſemble ſuch a Duke == to have a fleering Cox- 
comb ſcoff and cry, Mr. your Son's mighty like 
his Grace , has juſt his ſmile and air of's Face. 
Then replies another — methinks he has more of 
the Marqueſs of ſuch a place, about his-Noſe and 
Eyes; though a' has my Lord what d'ee-cals Mouth 
o a tittle — Then I to put it off as unconcern'd, 
come chuck the Infant under the chin, force a (mile 
ad cry, ay, the Boy takes after his Mothers rela- 
hill tions — when the Devil and ſhe knows, tis a 


litle Compound of the whole Body of Nobility, 
— Jaa! ha! ha! 
Bell, Well but George I have one Queſtion to ask 


— Pox 1 have pratled away my time — I 
hope you ate in no haſte for an Anſwer for I 
ſhan't ſtay now. | Looking on bis Watch, 
| Bell. Nay prithee George 

oF Heart. No, beſides my buſineſs , I ſee a Fool 
, Weoming this way. Adieu. [ Exit, 


Bell. What does he mean? Oh here he comes, | 


ſtand cloſe, let em pals. 


33 Sir 
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Sir Joſeph Wintoll and Capt. Blaffe croſs the Stage. 
Sharp. What in the name of wonder is it? 
Bell. Why a Fool, 

Sbarp. Tis a rawdry Outſide. 
Bell. And a very beggarly Lining — yer he may 
ve worth your acquaintance 2 little of thy Chy. 
miſtry Tom, may extract Gold from that Dirt, 
Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chy. 
miſt , and would be as induſtrious. But what wa; 
he that followed him ? is not he a Dragon tha 
watches thoſe Golden Pippins ? 
Bell. Hang him, no, he à Dragon! if hebe'ti 

a vety peaceful one; I can enſure his Anger dor- 

mant; or ſhould he ſeem to touſe, tis but wel 

laſhing him, and he will ſleep like a Top, 
Sharp. Ay, is he of that kidney ? 

Bel. Yet is ador'd 1 biggot Sir Foſeph 

Winall, as the image of Valout: He calls him his 

Back , and indeed they ate never aſupndet jet 

laſt night, 1 Know not by what wiſchance , the 

Knight was alone, and had fallen into the hands of 

ſome Night-walkers , who, I ſuppoſe would have 

illag'd him: But 1 chanc'd to come by and tel. 
| ani im, though I believe be was heartily fright: 

ned ; for as ſoon as evcr he was looſe, he ran + 

way, without ſtaying to ſre whio help'd him: 

| : Sharp. Is that Bully. of his in the Army? 

Bell. No, but is a pretender , and wears the ha- 

bit ofa Soldier, which now a' days as often cloaks 

Cowardice' , as a black Gown does Atheiſm — 

Lou muſt know he has been abroad went pure 

1 4 run away from a Campagne; entich'd him 
elf with the plunder of a few Oaths ; — and here 
vents em againſt the General, who lighting 
| mei 
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men of merit, aud preferring only thoſe of inteteſt » 
has made him quit the. Service. | 
Sharp. Wherein uo doubt he magnifies his own 
performance ? F 
Bell. Speaks miracles ; ** Drum to his own 
praiſe — the anly implement of a Soldier he re- 
ſembles, like that, being full ot bluſtcing noiſe 
and emprineſs — 
2 And like that, of no uſe but to be beaten. 
Right , but then the compaxiſon breaks , 
1 he wil take a drubbing with as little noiſe as 
a Pulpit Cuſhion. | 
Sharp. His name , and I have done ? 
Bell. Why that, to paſs it current too, he has 
WH gilded with a Title; he is call'd , Capt. Bluffe. 
| Sharp. Well, I'le endeavour his acquaintance www 
pu ſteer another Courſe , are WA. | 


For Love's Iſland : 1, fo for the Golden Coaſt. | 
. May each jucceed in what he wiſhes moſt, Exeunt. 


1 
. II. 

ö 8 O E N E 1 
Sir n Wittol”, | Sharper Sheng, | 


7 enen Sharper. 


8 Ure thar's be, and alone. P 

Sir Jo. Um Ay this , this is the very 
amn'd place, the inhumane Cannibals , the blo» 
minded Villains would * Burcher'd me laſt 


„ 
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night: No doubt, they would have flea d me aliye 
have ſold my Skin, and devour'd my Members. 
' Sharp; How's this! 

Sir Jo. An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman 
as came by and frightned em away — but agad 1 
durſt nor ſtay co give him thanks. 

Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means == ha 
1 have a thought | | 

Sir F0. Zooks, would the Captain would come; 
the very remembrance makes me quake; agad | 
ſhall never be reconciled to this place heartily. 

Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am 
at worſt , now luck ! — curs'd Fortune ! this 
muſt be the place, this damn'd unlucky place 

Sir Jo. Agad and ſo 'tis—— why here has been 
more miſchief done I perceive. 
Sharp. No, tis gone, tis loſt ten thouſand 
Devils on that chance which drew me hither? ay 
here, juſt here, this ſpot to me is Hell; nothing 
to be „ but the deſpair of what I've loſt. 
| Looking about as in ſearch, 

Sit Fo, Poor Gentleman —— by the Lord Harry 
Te ſtay no longer, for I have found too ——- 

Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? what hare 

you found ? reſtore it quickly, ot by 
Sir Fo. Not I Sir , not I, as I've a Soul to be 

| fav'd; I have found nothing but what has been to 
my leſs, as I may ſay, and as you were ſaying Sit. 

| Sharp. O your Servant Sir, you are ſafe * it 
ſeems 3 tis an ill Wind that blows no body good: 

Well Tara may rejoyce over my ill fortune , fince 
it pay'd the price of your ranſome. 

. Sir Jo. I rejoyee! agad not I Sir; I'm very ſor- 
. 8, with all my Heart, Blood and 
Guts: Sin; and if you did but know me, you'd 
ne et ſay 1 . ſo ill _ 3 
. Sharg. w you! why can you be rate- 
ful, o forget me? ka dir 
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vir Fo. O Lord, fo 


9 Þ 
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him! No, no Sit, don't 


. eAngrily, 
Sir 1. Stay, ſtay Sit, let me recalled — he's a 
amn'd angry Fellow — I believe I had better re- 
member him, till I can get out of his ſight; but 
out o' fight o' mind agad. [Ade 

Sharp. Methought the Service I did you laſt 
night Sir, in preſerving.you from thoſe Ruffians, 
might have taken bettet root in your ſhallow me- 
mor y. : 

Sir Fo. Gads-Daggers-Belts- Blades and Scabbards, 
this is the very Gentleman! how ſhall I make him 
a return ſuitable to the Greatneſs of his merit 
| bad a pretty thing to that purpoſe, if he han't 
Wighted it our of my memory. Hem ! hem! Sir, 
WW! muſt ſubmiſſively implore your pardon for my 


tanſgrefſion of ingratitude and omiſſion ; _— 
0 


my intite dance Sit upon the ſuperfluiry 
your goodneſs, which , like an innundation will, 
) Wl hope , totally immerge the recollection of my 
error, and leave me floating in ſight , upon the 
full blown Bladders of repentance — by the help 
of which , 1 ſhall once more hope to ſwim into 
your favour. | [ Bows . 
Sharp. So — h, O Sir I am eaſily pacify'd, the 
icknowledgment of a Gentleman —— , 

Sir Fo, Acknowledgment | Sir I am all over ac- 
nowledgment } and will not ſtick to ſhew it in 
greateſt extremity , by night, or by day, in 
Ickneſs, or in health, winter , or ſummer, all 
alons and occaſions ſhall teſtify the reality and 
atitude of your ſuperabundant humble Servant 
t Toſeph Wittol Knight. Hem! hem! 

Harp. Sir Foſeph Wittol ! «A : 
70. The ſame Sit, of Wittol-hall in Comitatu 
ks, ; B 5 Sharp. 
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Sharp. Is it poſſible Then I am happy to hav i ; 
obliged the Mirrour of Knighthood and Pink of 
Courteſic in the Age. Let me embrace you. \ 

Sit Fo. O Lord Sit! 4 n 

Sharp. My loſs, l eſteem as a trifle repay'd with Wl c; 
n „ fince it has purchas d me the ftiendſhip Wl = 
and acquaintance of the perſon in the World, whole 
Character I admire. m 

Sir Jo. You ate only pleas'd to ſay fo Sir n 
But pray if I may be ſo bold, what is that lo 
you mention ? to 

Sharp. O term it no longer fo Sir. In the Scuffl 
laſt night I only dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, h. 
which I confeſs, I came half deſpaiting to recover ; {WM ki 


but thanks to my better Fortune 0 
Sir Jo. You have found it Sir then it ſeems; I qu 
profeſs I'm heartily glad 21 kn 
Sharp. Sir your humble Servant — I don't que- I 
ſtion but you. are ; —. you bye © cheap u an 
opportunity of expreflin ur gratitude and gebe Ba 
— * the — fo Arial a Sum il 2p; 
wholly acquit you, and doubly engage me. and 
Sir % What a dickens does he mean by a triva the 
Sum [ aſide] But han't you found it Sir! hac 
Sharp. No otherwiſe I vow to Gad but in m { 
hopes in you Sir. 3 oy 
Sit To. Humh. "0.08.5 — 
Sharp But that's fufficient—— "Twere injuſti 8 
to doubt the honour of Sir fe. Wittel. bar 
Sir Jo. O Lord Sir. I by 
| Sharp. You are above, I'me ſure, a thought (off 1 
low, to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventur'd in 'o r 
your ſervice; Nay twas in a manner =— paid dow | ha 
for your deliverance ; twas ſo much lent you f. 
And you ſcorn , Ile ſay that for you you 


Sir fo. Nay I'le fay that for my ſelf, with you vo. 
leave Sir, I do fcorn-a dirty thing. But agad 1  5/ 


The Ola Batchelour. 27 
j little out of Pocket at pteſeut, 

Sharp. Pſhaw you can't want a hundred Pound. 
Your Word is ſufficient any where : Tis but bor- 
owing ſo much dirt; you have large Acres and 
can ſoon repay it Mony is but Dirt Sir Foſeph 
— Meet Dirt. | 

Sir Fo, But I profeſs , tis a Dirt I have waſhed 
my hands of at preſent I have laid it all out upon 
my Back, ; ; | 

Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths Sir 
oſeph ? 
10 70. Ha, ha, ha, a very ue Jeſt I profeſs; 
la, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt; and I did not 
bow that I had ſaid it, and that's a bettet Jeſt tban 

tother. Tis a fign you and I ha'n't been long ac- 

1 quainted ; you have loft a good Jeſt for want of 


knowing me - I only mean a Friend of mine 


8 whom I call my Back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, 
oi and follows me through all dangers he is indeed 
„lack, Breaft and Headpiece as it were to me 
i gad he's a brave Fellow — Pauh , I am quite 
mother thing, when I am with him: 1 don't fear 
the Devil (God bleſs us) almoſt if he be by. Ah— 
had he been with me laft night = | 
Sbarp. If he had Sir, what then? he could have 
done no more, nor perhaps have luffer*'d ſo much 
Thad he a hundred Pound to loſe? [ Adgrily, 
* O Lord Sir: by no means (but 1 might 
bare ſav'd a hundred Hound) I meant innocently as 
| hope to be ſav'd She (a damn'd hot fellow) only 
% I was ſaying, Ile him have all m ready Mony 
o redeem his great Sword from Limbo — Bur Sit 
| have a Letter of Credit to Alderman Fondle wife, 
4% far as (wo hundred Pound, and this Afternoon 
you ſhall fee I am a Perſon , ſuch a one as you 
would with to have met with. | | 
Sharp. That you are Ile be ſworn [ aſide] why 
| | thats 
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8B The on Rache 
Fo. Enter Bluffe. 


Sit Jo. O here a. 1 my Hector of 
Troy, welcome my Bully, my Back; agad my heart 
has gone a pit-pat for thee. 

Bluff. How how , my young Knight ? Not for 
fear I hope ; he that knows me muſt be a ſtran- 
ger to fear. p41 

Sir Fo. Nay agad I hate fear , ever fince I had 
like to have dy'd of a fright. But —— 

Bluff. Bur! Look you here boy , here's your anti- 
dote, here's your Jeſuits Powder for a ſhaking fir— 
But who haſt thou got with thee, is he of met:le? 

[ Laying his Hand upon his Sword, 
Sir Fo. Ay Bully, a evilidh ſmart Fellow, ': 
will fight like a Cock. 
F Say you fo ? then I honour him — But 
has he bren abroad? for every Cock will fight 
upon his own Dunghil. 185 

Sir 70. I don't know , but I'le preſent you 
_ Bluff. Ile recommend my ſelf — Sir 1 honour 
you; I underſtand you love Fighting, I reverence 
a man that loves Fighting, Sir I Kaſs your Hilts. 

Sharp. Sir you Servant, but you are miſinform'd, 
for unleſs it be to ſerve my particular Friend, as 
Sir foſeph here , my Country, or my Religion, 
or in ſome very Juſtifiable Cauſe , I'me not for it. 

Bluff. O Lord I beg your pardon Sir, I find you 
ate not of my Pallat , you can't reliſh a Diſh of 
Fighting without Sweet Sawce. Now I think — 
Fighting for Fighting ſake's ſufficent Cauſe ; Figh- 
ting to me's Religion and the Laws. 

ir Fo. Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that 
great Sir? by the Lord-Harry he ſays true; Figh- 
ting'y is Meat, Drink and Cloth to him. But Back, 


chis 
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this Gentleman is one of the beſt Friends 1 hanels 
the World and ſaved my Life laſt Night — You 
pou I told you. 
wn fe Ay ! Then I e --- Sir 
m_—_ your name ? 
p. Ay Sir, my name's Sharper. 
Sir 14 Pray Mr. Sharper Embrace my Back == 
very well — by the Lord Harry Mr. Sharper he's 
u brave a Fellow as Cannibal, are not you Bully 


5 1 
Hannibal I believe you mean Sit ſoſepb. 

A - Undoubtedly he did Sir; faith Hannibal 
a> 4 very pretty Fellow but Sir Joſeph , com- 
pariſons are odious —— Hannibal was a very pretty 
fellow in thoſe Days, it muſt be granted but 
Alas Sir! were he alive now, he would de nothing 
n the Earth. 

Sharp, How Sir ! I make a doubt, if there be 
« this Day a greater General breathing. 

Bluff. Oh excuſe me Sit; have you. ſer's 
broad Sit? 

Buff. Oh 1 thought n then you can- 
know noching Sir: I'me afraid you ſcarce know. 
ic Hiſtory of 
u particulars ? 


ts „ Or Serge tell us. 

Bluff. Gazette! Why there again now --- 
| are not three words of truth, the Vent 
1, put into the Gazette -- I'll tell youa ſtrange, 


35 reſident in Flandres the laſt Cam 
ball Poſt there, but no matter for t 
aps, Sir, there was a ſcarce an — — 
but au humble 
| nameleſs , was an 


lay 


the Late War in Flandres , with all 
Sharp.” Not I, Sir, vo more than publick Ler- 


” LA 
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ing now as to that--- You muſt know, fie « had E 
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van of yours, that ſhall 
— of --- L won't 


89898 


f : 


30 Tobe Old Batchelour. 


ſay had the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho I might (ay 
that 100, ſince I am no Body you know --. Well, 
Mr. Sharper, would you think it? In all this time 
--- as 1 hope for a Truncheon --« this taſcally Ga. Wh 
2ette-writer never ſo much as once mention d me- 
Not once by the Wars --- Took no more notice, 
than as if Nel. Bluffe had not been in the Land o 
the Living. | 
Sharp. Strange ! n 
Sir Jo. Yet by the Lord Harry tis true Mt. Shar. 
per , for I went every day to Coffee houſes to read 
the Gazette my ſelf | 
„ Bluff. Ay ay, no matter -- You ſee Mr. Sharper 
after all } am content to retire - Live a private 
Pet ſon --- Scipio and others have done it. 
© Sharp. Impudent Rogue. [ aſide, 
Sir Fo, Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours --- Wi - 
if he would put in for't be miglit be made | 
General himſelf yer. An 
* Ob fy, no Sit Joſeph --- You Khow 1 hate . 


Sir 70. Let me but tell Mr. Sharpe 4 little, how 
you ate fire once out of the momhi of a Cannon 
he did 1 thoſe impenetrable Whiskers of his 
have confronted Flames - 
Bluff. Death, what do you mean Sit Joſeph? 
Sit fo, Look you new), I tell you he's ſo modeſt 
he'l own nothing. "433,519 
Bf. Piſh you have put me cut, I have forgot 
what I was aboar, Ptay hold out Tongue, and 
give me leave. 97 75 Faris 


! Sig Jo. 3 ani Sand; 
„This Sword I chink 1 was telling you © 


L 
Mr. This Sword I't- mattitaan-to be the 
beſt Dine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer ot Caſuiſt in 
Europe q k hal dseide a Conroyerfic' or fpilt 4 
» PL BIRT IG WERE ER 
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« Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will ſplit a 
. the Lord Harry , I have ſeen it. 
Bluff. Zouns Sir , it's a Lie, you have not ſeen 
i, not ſhant ſee it; Sir I ſay you can't ſee; what 
ee fay to that now? 
Sir fo. 1 am blind. 
Biuff. Death , had any other Man 5 me -+ 
Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper ſpeak to him ; I dare 
1 _ that way. 
Capita „Sit Joſeph's penitent. 


Culverty - - But twas indiſcreer when you know 
what will provoke me --- Nay come Sit Foſeph, 
jou know my Heat's {dou over, _ 

Sir Jo, Well I am a Fool ſomerimes == Bui 
I'm ſorry. "1 


,. Enou 
je Sr fe. Come well go take a Glaſs to drown 
lnimoſities. Mr. Sharper will you partake? - 3 


Sharp I wait on you Sit? nay pray Captain — 
You are Sir Foſephs Back. 45 a { Exexnts 


SCENE Changes to Lodgings. 


Enter Araminta, Belinda. 
Belinda, 


62 Dear <—— prithee ; ivr road 
fin — 5 Oh Gad, I ear you'd make 
ne ſick to hear you. 


Aram, Bleſs me | what have 1 laid ww thave 


u thus. 

Belin, Oh ou have: raved:, talked idly , and all 
| Commendation of that filthy, awkard , two- 
d Creature, Man you don't know what you 


Aram. 


Ju, O I am calm Sir , calm as a diſcharged | 


„ your Feyer has 'trabſported you, © 4 


The Old Barcbelous 


ram. If Love be the Fever which you mean 
kind Heav'n avert the cure: Let me have Oil ts 
feed that Flame and never let it be extinct, uli 
I my ſelf am Alhes. 

Belin, There was a Whine — O Gad lhate your 
horrid Fancy — This Love is the Devil, and ſute 
to be in Love is to be poſſeſs d Tis in the Head. 
the Heart, the Blood, — All over — O Gad you 
are quite ſpoil'd — I ſhall loath the fight of Man- 
kind for your ſake. 

Aram. Fie, this is groſs AﬀeRation = A little 
of Bellmour's Company would change the Scene, 

. Belin, Filthy Fellow! I wonder Couſin — 

Aram. I wonder Couſin you ſhould imagine, | 
dont perceive you love him. 
| Belin, Oh, I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, 
ha, love a Man! Br 
Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not loye 


a Baſt, | 

Belin. Of all Beaſts not an Aſs —= Which is ſo 
like your Yainlove —= Latd I have ſeen an Aſs look 
ſo grin Ha, ha, ba, (you muſt pardon me 
I cant help Laughing ) that an abſolute Lover would 
have concluded the poor Creature to have had Darts, 
and Flames, and Altars, aud all that in his Breaſt 
eAraminta , come Þ II talk ſeriouſly to you now 
could you but ſee with my Eyes, the buffoonry o 


f 


{ 
n 


one Scene of Addreſs, a Lover, ſet out with AA. 
his Equipage and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure yo n 
would hut you play the Game, and conſequent i ¶ Ara 


can't ſee the Miſcartiages obvious to every ſtander by 
eam. Les, yes, I can ſee ſomething neat 1 
when you and Belmour meet. You don't know tha 
you dteamt of 'Bellmour laſt night, and'call'd hin 
aloud in your ſleep?” 1 een: 

Belind. Piſn, I can't help dreaming of the Der 
ſometimes ; would you from thence infer 1 lo 
him? ; ; my An 
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am. But that's not all ; you caught me in 
Tap rms when you named him, and pteſs d me 
v your Boſom — Sure if I had not pinch'd you 
nll you wak'd , you had ſtifled me with Kiſſes. 
Belind. O barbarous Aſperſion ! 
Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone 
= Nay 'y I can tell you more. | 
Belin, I deny it all. 
am. What, before you hear it? 
Belin. My Denyal is premediated like yout Ma- 
le —Lard , Couſin , you talk odly — Whatever 
Matter is, O my Soul, I'm afraid you'l fol- 
w evil Courſes, + 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha; this is pleaſant, 
Belin, You may nag but. | 
Aram. Ha, ha , ha. | | 
Belin, You think the malicious Grin becomes you 
The Devil take Bellemour — Why do you tell 
e of him? | | 
Aram. Oh is it come out — now you are au- 
ty, I am ſure you love him. ; 
tell no body elſe Couſin — I have not betrayed 
yer, | 


dali. Prithee tell it all the world , it's falſe. 


0 [ Calls; 
Aram. Come then, Kiſs and Friends. 
Belin, Piſh. 
Aram. Prithee don't be ſo Peeviſh. 
belin, Prithee dont be ſo Impertinent; 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Betty. 


ky. Did your Ladyſhip call Madam ? 
in. Get my Hoods and Tippet , and bid the 
kman call a Chair. [ Exit Betty. 
an. Lhope you ate not going out in dudgeon y 
17 ur C En- 
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Foot. Madam there ate 
Zelia. Is there a Chair? 
Foot. No, Madam there are Mr. Bellmour and 
Mr. Vainlove to wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
eAram. Ate they below ? 
Foot. No Madam , they ſeut before, to know i 
you were at home. 
Belin, The Viſit's to you, Couſin , I ſuppoſe 1 
am at my liberty. 
Aram. Be ready to ſhew em up. 
| { Exit. Footman 
I cant tel! , Coulin , I believe we are equally cor 
cern'd : but if you continue your Humour , it won 
be very entertaining [I knowſhe'd faint 
perſuaded to ſtay. LA 
Belin. I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to th 
N free enjoyment of that Converſation ye 
a re, 


6 Enter Betty , with Hoods and Looking-glaſs. 


. Belin. Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs —Lard I loc 
wretchedly to day. 4 WA | ef 85 
Aram. Betty, w t elp m 
70 * I Putti diy hy 
Belin. Hold off your Fiſts , and ſee that he g 
a Chair with a high Roof, or a very low Scat 
ay, Come back here you Mrs Fidget — Y 
are fo ready to go to the 8 
take em in, my mind's d won't 
8 V " Fxir'Berty with the thi 
Aram. So, this I expected Tou won! 
blige me then, Couſin , and let me have all! 
Company to my felt? 


— 
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Belin,' No: upey deliberation , I have too much 
Charity to truſt you to your ſelf. The Devil war- 
ho all opportunities, and in this favourable dif- 
— of your Mind, Heav'n knows how fat you 
nay be tempted: I am tender of your Reputation. 
9 I am oblig'd to you can whi $ malicious 
ww, Belinda? | 
Belin. Not I, witneſs my Heart , I r out of 


ne affection. 
Aram. In my Conſcience I believe you. 


Enter Bellmour , Vainlove. 
Bell, 80 Fortune be prais'd.! To find you bock 


thin , Ladies, 18 | 

Aram. No Miracle 1 I hope ? a 

Fell. Not of your fide , Madam, 1546 
x my Tyrant there and I, ate two that can ne- 
come together, EI 

++ hog never like --- Yet weokes, meer 
bell, How never like 1 marry Hymen forbid, Bur 
it is to tun ſo extravagantly in Debt, I have 
out ſuch a world of Love in yout Service, 
you think — can never be able ro pay me 
* ſhun me for the ſame reaſon that you would 


« 15. Ay, on my Conſcience, and the moſt 
ac uinent aud troubleſome of Duns--» A Dun 
* — will be quiet, when he ſces his Debrot 
Hen dt where withal == But a Dun for Love is an 
t N Torment that never reſts — 

bins. Till he has created Love where there was 
on' and then gets it for his pains. For impor- 
in Love, like importunity at Court, firſt 
ts on intereſt, and then purſues it for 


four, : | 
C4 eAram. 


9 
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Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence at, 
Impartuuity , ate like — from the Rack 


when the afflicted tſon 7 for caſe 1 ſometime 
| confeſles Secrets his knows nothing of. 5 
= Vain. I ſhould rather think Favours ſo gain'4 ill © 
to be due Rewards to indefagitable Devotion F 
For as Love is a Deity , he muſt be ſerwd vi 
Prayer. N 
Belin. O gad i would you would all pray to Le 
then, and let us alone. | I 
Vain. You are the Temples of Love, and 
h you, our Devotion muſt be convey d. | 
Aram. Rather poor filly Idols of your o 
making, which upon the leaſt diſpleaſure = 
forſake , and ſet up new =— Every Man no 
changes his Miſtreſs and his Religion, as his Wil, 
mour varies or his intereſt, by 
Vai. O Madam | 
Aram. Nay come „ 1 find we are grow al 
ſerious , and then we are in great danger ho 
being dull If my Muſick-maſter be not go 
I'll entertain you with a new Song, which cor 
ptetty near my own Opinion of Love aud y 
| Sex Who's there? | [C 
| | i 0 
dive 
Enter Footman. 2 


Is Mr; Gavot gone? 
Foot. Only to the next door, Madam; I'll 
him. W „ i ; 
Be. Why, you won't hear me with Patie 
Aram. What's the matter, Couſin? 
De. Nothing, only) | 
Belm. -Prithee hold thy Tongue Lard 
has ſo peſter'd me with Flames and Stuff Id 
1 ſhan't endure the fight of à Fire this Tv! 
month. n | 
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Rell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. | 

Belin. O Gad I hate your hideous Fancy --- You f 
ſud that once before—— If you muſt talk imperti- 
rently , for Heav'ns ſake let it be with variety; 
don't come always, like the Devil, wrapt in | 
Flames — T'll not hear a Sentence more, that 


begins with an, I burn Or an, I beſeech 
» Madam. 
Bell. But tell me how you would be Adar'd } — 
| am very tractable. 


Belin. n know, I would be ador'd in lence. 

Bell, Humph , I thought ſo , that you might 
41 the * your 1 N had 8 let 
me ; for if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I 
dal abe n : 

Belin. What will you get by that; to make ſuch 
igus as I won't underſtand ? pram S224 

Bell. Ay , but if I'm Tonguety'd, I muſt have 
all my Actions free to — quicken your Apprehen- 
hon — and I gad let me tell you, my moſt pre- 
niling Argument is expteſs d in dumb ſhew. 


Aram. O I am glad we ſhall hare a Song to 
divert the Diſcourſe · Pray oblige us with the laſt 


dew Song. 


; | 82 ol N 8. 
aid | 1 
Thus to a ripe conſentin Maid , 
Poor, old , repenting Dela [aid , 
Mould you preſerve your Lover , 
Wauid you ſtill his Goddeſs reign , 
Never let him all diſcover , N 
Never let him much obtain. | 


2 
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| I 852% BOY | 

"I 58 | 
' Men will vealed .. 1 
While wiſhing at your Feet they lye 
But admitting their Embraces , wy 

Wakes em from the Golden Dream, 


| Nothing s new beſides our Faces, 
Boer) Woman is the ſame. 


- Aram; So, howde'clike the Song, Gentlemen! 
Bell, O very well perform' Dan bur I don't muc 
admite the words. 
Ulram. I expected it chere s too much Trut 
in em: If Mr. Gavet will walk with us in thi 


Garden, we'll have it once again — You may l 1, 
it better at _ nearing 'You'l bring my Couſin” 
Bel. Faith, 1 date nor ſpeak to her yg, 
bot Pl make —5 — F 

[eAdreſſs Belinda # dumb 1 
| Belin. O Fojth'; your dumb Rhetotick is mo ; 


tidiculous, than your talking Imperrinence ; as 
Ape is a much more troubleſome Animal chan 
Parrot. 


Aram. Ay, Couſin, and tis ſign the Crea bo 
rures mimick Ne well; for thete ate few men com 
vill 


do more filly things than they la 

Hell. Well, 1 ud wy Apiſbnck Nas aid th 
Ranſome for my Speech, and ſer it at Liberty 
Tho, I confels , I * well enough pleas 
to drive on a Love ba in that ſilent mant 
— *rwould ſave a Man a World of Lying and Swe: 
ing at the Years end. Beſides I have had a lit 
Experience, that brings t to N mind 


When Wit. and Reaſon 105 i id me 
Kind Logks and ry from _—_ „ do prove, 
Ev'n Silence 2 anne m W 
5 A Exeunt Omne;. 
11 3 4 AC] 


üer 


SCEN EI; The Street. 
Silvia and Lucy. 
Sil via. 


. a' not come then? 

8 bans es, x ter, we it 
to teceive him. 

Why « 2 war park — Whom mean 


c _ | 
ut . Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell. 
. genſeleſs Creature, 2 my Paintove, 


may as ſoon hope, to recover Jour 
ee 4 — — ee. e' ſer 
oor er in the name portun 
mind your own buſineſs. Strike Heer — 
before the Bait's worn eff the Hook. Age will 
come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, and vo doubt 
vill be eager enough to day, to ſwallow eur. 
ation. 


ne Fot I would know, though to the anguiſh 
ay Soul; how did he refaſe ? ell me — how 
| he receive my Letter, in anger or in ſtorn? 
Lucy, Neither; but what was ten times worſe, 
th damn'd, ſenſeleſs indiſtetence. By this Light 
could have (pit in his Face Receive it) why 
ver receiv'd it, as I would one of your Lovers that 
e ould come empty hauded ; as a Court Lord does 
s Metoers Bi , or whepging Dedication : —— 


[| 
* - 
lin 


nei. 


Sil, Well, fince there's no remedy = Yer cell 


; * 
c ok, oh 2 


— 
* 
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kteceived it » as if 't had been a Letter from his 


Wiſe,” >» YE TER VE. 4 . 
Silv. What did he not read it? . 
Lucy. Hum'd it over , gave you his Reſpects, 

and il, he would ks ihe to peruſe it — but 
then he was in haſte. 

Silv. Reſpects, and perſue it ! He's gone , and 
eAraminta has bewitch'd him from me — Oh how 
the name of Rival fires my blood I could 
curſe em both. Eternal jealouſie attend her Love; and 
diſappointment meer his Luſt. Oh that I could te- 
venge the torment he has caus'd — Methinks ! 
feel the woman ſtrong within me , and Vengeance 
itches in the room of Love. | | 
Lucy. I have that in my head may make miſchief, 

Silv. How „ dear; Lucy? | 

Lucy. You know Aramintas diſſembled coyneſt 
has won, aud keeps him hers | 

Silv.. Could we petſwade him, that ſhe loves a- 
nother - iT 

Lacy. No, you're out; could we perſwade him, 
that doats on him, himſelf — Contrive a kind 
Letter as from her, twould diſguſt his nicety , anc 
take away his ſtomach.” i: 

Silv. Impoſſible, *rwill never take. 
Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alone 
1 will inform my ſelf of hat paſt between er 
ro day, and about it ſtteight Hold, I'me mil 
taken, ot that's Heartuel, who ſtands talking 2 
the Cornet 'tis he — go get you in Madam 
receive him pleaſantly ,- dreſs up your Face in Inne 
cence and Smiles; and diſſemble the very want of 
diſſimulation — You know what will take him. 

Silv. Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it | 
to conceal it: but I'll do my weak endeavour 
though I fear I have not Art. 

* Hang Att , Madam, and truſt to Natu 


* 
= 
Bb 
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Aan wes by Nature Womans Cully made: F a 
We , never are but by our ſelves betray d. 


* 


Enter Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour following, 


Bell, Hiſt, hiſt , is not that Eeartwell going to 

Wa Silvia? ' © | 
| Vain He's talking to himſelf , I think ; prichee 
ies try if we, can hear him. | 
- Heart. Why whether in the Devils name am 1 
| ing now? Hum Let me think — Is not this 
e S:lvia's Houſe, the Cave of that Enchantreſs, and 
which conſequently I ought to ſhun as I would 
f. infection? To enter here, is to put on the evenom'd 
Shirt , to run into the embraces of a Fever, and 
in ſome raving fit, be led to plunge my ſelf into 
that more Couluming Fire ,. a Womans Arms, Ha! 


well recollected, I will recover my. reaſon, and be 


one. | 
85% Now Neun forbid! Vain. Huſt 
Heart. Well , why do you not move? Feet do 
your Office Not one Inch ; no, Foregod I' me 
caught Thete ſtands my North, and thither my 
Needle points — Now could I curſe my ſelf, yet 
cannot repent. O thou delicious, damn'd , dear, 
deſtructive Woman! S'death how the young F 
lows will hoot me ! I ſhall be the jet ne Town: 
nay in two days, I expect to be chronicled in Dir- 
ty, and ſung in woful Ballad, to the Tune of the 
Superannuated Maidens Comfort, or the Batche- 
Wy lors Fall; and upon the third, I ſhall be bang'd 
Ja Effigie, paſted up for the exemplary Ornameir of 
it Foeceflary Houſes and Coblers Stalls Death, 1 
cant think on't — I'll run into the danger to leſe 
the apprehenſion, [ Goex in. 
Bell. A very certain remedy , probatum eſt— Ha, 
C5 ba, 


* 


+ 
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ter ; theill-natur'd Town 
will find the Jeſt joſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, 
ba, how a' ſtrugled , like an old Lawyer, bet. 
ween two Fees. . 

Vuin. Or a young Wench, between pleaſure and 

tation. | | | 

Bell. Or as you did to day, when half afraid 
you ſnatch d a kiſs from Aramis. 

Vain. She has made a quarrel on't. | 
Bell. Paub , Women are only angry at ſuch of- 
fences , to have the pleaſure of for ring em. 

Vain. And I love to have the pleative d making Wy | 
my peace — I ſhoald not eſteem a Pardon if too 

won N 


Bell. Thou doſt not know what thou wouldſt WW * 
beat 3 whether thou wouldſt have her angry or 
pleas'd. Couldſt thou be content to marry Aramints? 
- Fain. Could you be content to go to Heaven? 6 

Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my conſcience Wl * 
not heartily 2 Ide do a little more good in my ge- 
neration firſt ,* in order to deſerve it. M 

Pain. Nor I to marry Araminta till I merit her. 
Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get 
her, if ſhe never yield? 


Vin. That's true; but I would 1 
Bell. her without her conſent ; thour't a T" 


Riddle Woman | 

Truſty Seiter what tidings ! how goes the project 
a * As all bees ved 
vil prevents our vouts with ſuccels. 


Bell. A good hearing, Setter. 
u. Well , I'll leave you with your * 


d | Bell 
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Bell.” And haſt thou provided neceſſaites ! 
Setter. All , all Sir; the large (anftified Hat, 

and the little preciſe Band, wh a (winging long 

ſpiritual Cloak, to cover catnal Knavery == not 
rgetting the plack Patch, which Tribulation Spin- 

text Wears as I'm inform'd , upoh one Eye, as a 

penal” Mourning for the ogling , Offences of his 

Youth; and ſome ſay , with that Eye, he fitſt diſ- 

cover'd the frailry of his Wife. 
Bell. Well, in this Fanatick Fatbers habit, will 

I confels Laetitia, $ | 
Setter. Rather prepare her for Coofeſſion, Sit, 


by helping her to Sin. 
ö Bell. Be at your/ Maſters Lodging in the Eve - 
ning 1 ſhall uſe-rhe Robes. Exit. Bell. 


Setter, T ſhall Sir — 1 wonder to which of theſe 
wo Gentlemen I do moſt 4 ** appertain — 
de one uſes me as his Attendant, x he er, being 
the better yu; mare wich my parts, employs me 
ua Pimp: why that's much the more honourable 
employment— by all means — I follow one as my 


Maſter , but therother follows me as his ConduRtor. 


Emer Lucy. 


Lucy,” There's the Hang - dog his Man — I had 

2 power over him in the Reign of my Miſtreſs, 
but he is too true a Valet de chambre not to affect 
his Maſters faults ; and conſequently is revolted 
from his Allegiance. l | wo 
cal S*tter. Undoubredly tis impoſſible to be a Pimp 
"De duot a Mas of patrs, That is Without being politik. 
gent » ſecret, waty and fo forth And to 
ll this valiant 'as Hercules — That is, paſhvely 

. aliant- and actively obedient. Ah 1 Setter what a 
autre is here loſt for want of being known. 

pe Ly. Here's ſome Villany a Foot he's fo * 

# 3 
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ful; may be I maydiſcover ſomething in 
Worthy Sir , a word with you. coin 
| | [ Puts on her Mak. 

Setter. Why if I were known, I might come to 
be a great Man + 

Lucy. Not to, interrupt your mediation =— 

Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has pro- 
cut d his greatneſs by Pimping. 

Lucy. Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, 
for a Contemplative Pimp. ; 

Setter. Ha ! what art, who thus maliciouſly 
haſt awakned me from my Dream of Glory? 
ſpeak thou vile Diſturber — 

Lucy. Of thy moſt vile Cogitations — thou 
poor, conceited wretch , how wer't thou valuing WM 
thy ſelf , upon thy Maſters Employment. Fot 
he's the bead Pimp to Mr. Bellmour. | 
Setter. Good words, Damſel, or I ſhall — 
But how doſt thou know my Maſter or me? 

Lucy. Yes, Iknow both Maſter and Man to be— 

Setter. To be Men perhaps ? nay faith like e- 
novgh? I often march in the rear of my Maſter, 
and enter the breaches which he has made. 

Lucy. Ay, the breach of Faith, which he bas 
begun : Thou Traytor to thy lawful Princeſs. 

\ Setter. Why how now ! prithee who att? lay 
by that worldly Face and produce your natural Vizor. 

Lucy. No Sirrah , I'll keep it on to abuſe thee 
and leave thee without hopes of revenge. 

Setter. Oh! Ibegin to ſmoak ye, thou art ſome 
forſaken Abigail, we have dallied with heretofore 
And art come to tickle thy imagination witk 
remembrance of iniquity paſt. . 
Lucy. No thou pittiful Flatterer of thy Maſt 

impetfections; thou Maukin made up of the Shred 
Pairings of his ſuperfluous Fopperies. 
| Hes al 


Q = 


1 


8 


Setter. Thou art thy Miſtr ſelf, or 
| pole 


a 
L 
2 
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of her ſallied iniquities and Cloathing. 
_Y Hang thee —— Curr — Thy 'Ma- 
ſter is but a Mumper in Love ; lies canting at the 
Gate , but never dares preſume to enter the Houſe. 
Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy Miſtriſſes Gate, 
to be opened for all Comers. In fine thou art the 
high Road to thy Miſtriſs, as a Clap is to the Pox. 
Lucy. Beaſt , filthy Toad , Ican no lonper ; 
look and tremble. TORT | Unmasks. 
Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy? 
Lucy. I wonder thou haſt the impudence to look 
me in the Face. 
Setter. Adsbud who's in fault, Miſtriſs of mine? 
who flung the firſt Stone ? who undervalued my 
Function? and who the Devil could know you 
by ere ff 
Lucy. You could know my Office by inſtin&, 
an be harſg'd , which you have flander'd moſt a- | 
bominably. Ir vexes me not what you ſaid of my . 
Perſon; but that my innocent Calling ſhould be 
expos'd and ſcandaliz'd I cannot beat it. Cries, 
Setter. Nay faith Lucy I'm ſorry ; I'll own my 
ſelf to blame, though we were both in fault as to 
our Offices —= Come I'll make you any reparation. 
Lucy. Swear. | 
Setter, I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my power, 
Lucy. To be brief then; what is the reaſon your 


Maſter did not appear to day according to the Sum- 
mons I brought him? 


Set. To anſwer as briefly , He has a Cauſe 
n 4 


to be tried in ai | 

Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms , how for- 
ward he is with «Araminta? | 

Setter, Too forward to be turn'd back 
Though he's a little in diſgrace at abour 
a Kiſs which he forced. You I can Kiſs  ' 
Lucy without all that. 


Lucy, Stand off === He's a yrecious Jewel. Set- 
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Setter. And therefore you'd have him to ſer in W® 


your Ladies Locker. 8 
Lucy. Where is he now ? 
Setter. He'll be in the Piaxxe preſently, I 


Lucy. Remember to days behaviour. Let me ſee WM” 
you with a penitent Face. 
Setter. What no Token of amity Lucy? you and WI” 
I don't uſe to part with dry Lips. pc 
Lucy, No, no, avaunt I'll not be ſlabber d 
and kiſꝭd now — I'm not ih! humout. [Ext. n 
Setter. I'll not quit you ſo Ill Follow and put W 
you into the humour. [ Exit after ber, 


Enter Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Bluffe. * 


Bluff, And ſo out of your unwonted Generofity = vil 
Sir Jo, And good Nature, Back; I am good na- bee 


| tut'd and I cant help it. dot 
Bluff. You have given him a note upon Fondlewife ¶ bee 
for a ed Pound. har 


Sir fo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow he ventur'd fait jult 


t. 
_ Bluff. You have diſoblig'd me in it — for I bave 
occaſion for the Mony; and if you would look 
me in the Face again andlive, go, and force him, 
to redeliver you the Note; go and bring it me hi- 
ther. I'll ſtay here for you. 
Sit Jo. You may ſtay till the day of Judgment 
then, by the Lord Harry 1 know better . 
than to be run through the Guts for a hundred 
Pound — why 1 gave that hundred Pound for being 
ſaved; and d'ee think, an there were no danger, 
Tu be ſo ungrateful to take it from the Genile- 


go to him from me Tell him, 


Big. Well, 
day, he muſt. refund — or Bilbo's the Word, and 
Slaughter will enſue —If he refuſe, tell him — 


but 
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jo whiſper that ——— ell him.» Tu pink his 


Nr whiſper that 4 to 
Sir Fo, Lg y that ene 
[warrant you — why , af a Devil's matter, Bul- 
y, are you mad ? or de'e think I'm mad? Agad 
for my part , I don't love to. be the Meſſenger of 
il News: tis an ungrateful Office— So tell him 
_ ſelf 
"If, By theſe Hils 1 believe he frighrned you 
is compoſition ; 1— * Giza 
- of fear, pure pault ry fear 
Sir Fo. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither 
— tho' I confeſs he in a manner ſnap me u 
yet I can't ſay that is was altogether out of feat, 
but partly to prevent miſchicf — for he was a de- 
viliſh cholerick Fellow: And if my Choller had 
been up too, thete would have been miſchief 
done, that's And yet I believe if you had 
„been by, I would as ſoon have let him 2 had a 
 Whundred of my Teeth. . Ads heart if he ſhould come 
uſt now when I'm angry, Id tell him —» Mum. 


Enter Sharper , Bellmour. 


Bell. Thou're s lu Rogue ; there's I, 
defactot, you * return him Thanks now 
you \bave = the Favour. 1 2 
Sharp. Sit Joſeph --- Your ote Was accep 
al the Money Fad a light: I'm come el. 


nm 
\Si fo They won't be accepted , fo readily as 
Bill, Sir. 

Bell. I doubt the Knight repents , Tom --- He 
voks like the Knight of go forrowful Face. 
m, . p. This is a double Genetoſity --- Do me a 
and Nindneſs and refuſe my A 
e not offended thai 1 offer d em? 
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Sir Jo. May be 1 am Sit , may be I am not Sir; 
_ be. I am both Sit; What then ? I hope , 

lm be offended , withour any offence to you Sir 
p. Hey day! Captain, what's the matter) 
You can tell, 

Bluff. Mr. Sharper , the matter is plain --- Sir 
Toſeph has found out your Trick, and does not 
9 upon; being a Man of Honour. 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? 

Sir fo. Ay Trick. Sir, and won't be put upon 
Sir , being a Man of Honour Sir, and fo Sir - ; 

Sharp. Hearkee , Sir foſeph a word with ye 
In conſideration of ſome favours lately received, 
I would not have you draw your ſelf into a Premu- be 
nite , by culling? to that fign of a Man there 
That Pot-gun charged with Wind. { 

Sir yo. O Lord, - Lord, Captain, come juſti- WF ; 
fie your ſelf--- I Il give him the Lie if you'll ſtand WF « 
to it, 

. Nay then I'll be before hand with you: 

3 --- Oafe. ( Cuffs him. 

Sir 70. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you 
pink his Soul? 

Bluff. Huſhe,, tis not ſo convenient now ---I 
ſhall find a time. 

Sharp. What do you mutter about a time, Raſ- 
cal You were the Incendiary --- There's to put 
you in mind of Jour time — A Memotandum. 

h thi 36a bad beſt 

Bluff. Oh this is our time Sir , ou had 
make on't. L 4 2 

Sharp. I Gad and fol will: There's again for you. WW. 

} Kick him, Fl 

Bluff. You axe obliging Sir , but this is too We. 
publick a Place i thank you in: Bur in your Er, N z 
you ate to be ſeen again? . 

Sbarp. Ay thou inimitable Coward „and to be 


felt 
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felt As for Example. (Ricks bin, 
, Beg. Ha, ha, ha , ptithee come away » tis 
"WE ſcandalous to kick this Puppy, without a Man were 
a, and had no othet way to get himſelf a 
beat. [ Ex. Bell. Sharp. 
| Bluff. Very well — Very fine — But tis no mat- 
BY tr —= Is not this fine, Sir Foſeph ? 
NY © Sic 7. Indiffetent, agad in my opinion, very 
ndifferenr —I'd tathet go plain all my Life, than 
wear ſuch Finery, __ F 
Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus! T'le 
lie before Ile ſuffer it. draws. 
Sir Fo. O Lord, his anger was not raiſed before 
= Nay , dear Captain, don't be in Paſſion now, 
he's goue — Put up, put up, dear Back ; tis 
our Sir foſeph begs ; come let me kiſs thee; fo, 
b, put up, put up. ES 
Bluff. By Heav'n 'tis not to be put up, 
Sit Fo. What, Bully? e 
Bluff. The Affront. 
Sir Fo. No agad no more tis, for that's put up 
ready ; thy Sword 1 mean. 
Bluff. Well, Sit Foſeph , at your entteatʒy 
ut were not you my Friend , abus'd, and cufft, 
d kickt? Putting up his Sword. 
dir fo. Ay, ay, ſo were you too; no matter, 
paſt. , 


PO Bf. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, 

b falle — He ſucks not vital Air who dares af- 

1 it to this Face. | [ Looks big. 

Sir Fo, To that Face I grant you Captain — 

d, no, I graut you — Not to that Face by the 
I 


0s rd Harry — If you had put on your fightin 
before, you had done his buſineſs — He duc 
. oon have Liſt you, as kicke you to your Face 


But a man can no more help what's done be- 
D hind 


_—_— 


2 
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== his back, than what's laid Come 
. W s „ * w 
Bluff, 1'l call a Councilof War vichin, to c 


ſider of my Revenge to come. 


\ [ Exeux, 
SCENE Changes to Silvia's Lodging, 
| Enter Heartwel, Silvia. 
S ON 6 
hae” 


«As Amoret and a 
aries; the e in 


po 


II 
1 he fearful Nymph reply d — Forbear ; 


I cannot, dare not, muſt not 
Deareſt Thyrſss , do not move me, 
Donot— do not — if you Love me. 
O let me — ſtill the Shepherd ſaid; 
But . —d ra a fond Reſiſtance made , 


Thr haſty Toy , in ſtrugling fied. 
111. 
Vex'd at the Pleaſure i 
She Ate — t. fl þ'd and kiſt, Nd 
And ſeem'd to mas in ſullen | Sag 
The ſad miſcarriage of * — 
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But vain alas! were all her Charms ; 

For Thyrſis deaf 1% Loves allatms, © 
Baffled and ſenſeleſs , tir d her '« Arms; 


After the Song, 4 Dance of Antichs. 


Silv. Indeed it is very fine I could look u- 
pon em all l 
Heart. Well __ prevail'd for me? and will 


* © p.m 
wy i you cou ſing and dance ſo , I ſhould 
k ou 100. 
ths. Why * 2 I ſung and danc'd ; I gave 
uſick to he wy ans Life to their Meaſure 
ok you here Silvias, here are ©, ! 
pgs and Dances, Poetry and ulling out a Parſe 
e ) how fi = and chinking it, 
vigea rhymes to another = And how they danee 
) the Muſick of their own Chink. This 
| the Cother And this thou ſhalt have; this 
all that I am worth for the pucchaſe of thy 
ne Say, is it mine then, ha? Speak Syren --- 
ans why do 1 look on her? Let I mult --- Speak 
ind, Devil, Saint, Witch; do not rack me 


2 2 
glx. Nay don't ſtare at me fo ·ͥL You make me 


h --- I cannot look. | 
art, Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am 
ome to Þ A Womans Toy; at theſe years! 
b. a bearded Baby for a Girl to dandle. O 
oe » e | That ever that noble Paſſion, 
, ſhould ebb to this degree .-- No reflux of vi - 
tous Blood : But milky Love , ſupplies theemp- 
hannels; and prompts me to the ſoftne(s of 
ld --- A meer — and would ſuck. Can 
lobe me Silvia? ſpeak. 
. I date not (peak till I believe you; andin- 
2 afcaid to believe you} yet, 


" 


Heart, 
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Heart. Pox , how her-Innocence torments and 
leaſes me 1 Lying, Child, is indeed the Ar: of 
ove; and Men are generally Maſters in it; but 

I'm ſo newly centred , you cannot diſtruſt me o 
any skill in the treacherous Myſtery --- Now by 
my Soul I cannot lie, though it were to ſerve 

Friend or gain a Miſtreſs. 

Silv,- Muſt you lie then, if you ſay you Love me 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance , thou beauteoy 
Changeling --- I tell thee 1 do love thee , and tell | 
for a Truth, a naked Truth, which I'm aſhame 
to diſcover. 0 | 

Silv. But Love, they. ſay, is a tender thing 
that will ſmooth Frowns, and make calm ana 

5 Face; will ſoften a rugged Temper , and ma 
ill- humouted People good: You look ready 
Fright one, and talk as if your Paſſion ele : 
Love, but Anger. 

Heart. 'Tis both z fat 1 am angry with 
ſelf, when I am pleaſed with you --- And a Þ 
upon me for loving thee ſo well Yet I muſt 
---"Tis a bearded Arrow, and will more cafily 
thruſt forward than drawn back. 

Silv. Indeed if 1 were well aſſur'd you lo) 
but how can I be well aſſur'd? 

Heart. Take the Symproms--- And ask all 
Tytants of thy Sex, if their Fools are not kno 
by this Party-coloured Livery---I am Melan 
ly when thou art abſent , look like an Als v 
« art preſent , wake for you when I the 
ſleep, and even dream of you when 1 am a 
ke; ſigh much, drink little, eat leſs, court 
tude, am grown very entertaining to my {elt, 
(as I am informed} very troubleſome to evety 
dy elſe. If this be not Love, it is Madnels, 
then it is pardonable --- Nay yet a more ce 


fign than all this, I give thee my Money. 


* ” - 
„„ 
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Silv. Ay , but that is no ſign, for they ſay, 
Gentlemen will give Monytoany naughty Woman 
o come to bed to them O Gemini, I hope you 
don't mean ſo-- for 1 won't be a Whore. 
Heart, The more is the pity. [ Aſide, 
Silv. Nay , if you would marry me, you ſhould 
not come to bed to me You have ſuch a Beard, 
and would fo prickle one. But do you intend to 
natty me? | 
ll Hears. That a Fool ſhould ac ſuch a malicious 
MY Queſtion'! Death I, ſhall be drawn in, before I 
kw where I am*- - Howewer, I find I am pret- 
oy ſure of her conſent , if I am put to it. [ Aſide, 
WM marry you! no, no, Vil love you. 
\ Sv. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry 
ne; what, don't I know my Father loy'd my Mo- 
her, and was married to _ } X 
Heart. Ay » ay , ig old days People married [; 
where they Jor'd ; balfthar fathion 1s chang'd , 
Child. | Er a. 
Silv. Never tell me that, I know it is notchang'd , 
y my ſelf; for I love you, and would marry 


— — * 
— ,. 


you. 

Heart, T'll have my Beard (hay'd, it ſhan'c hurt 
bee, and well go to Bed --- | | 
Silv. No, no, I'm not ſuch a Fool neither but | 
can keep my {ſelf --- honeſt --- Here, I won't x 
cep any thing that's yours, I hate you now, 
vil Torows the Purſe.) and I'll never (ee you again, 

uſe you'd have me naught. I | Going, 
n Heart, Damn her let her go, and a good rid - | 
ce . Yerſo much Tenderne(s and Beauty --- and 
onelty togethet is a Jewel · Stay Silvia! But then 
D matry --- Why every Man plays the Fool once 
his Life: But to marry , is playing the Fool all 
nes Life long. | rer 
Silv, What did you call me for ? . 

D 3 Heart. 


— by 3 Re | 
LET TE 


* 
— R - . » V 


- 
: 
— 


F. 
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Heart. T'll give chee all 1 have; and thou ſhalt WW f 
live with me in every thing ſo like my Wife, the ff * 
ay ſball believe it: Nay, thou thick ſo Wl 
y ſelf — Only let me not think ſo, 
| ww No, I 1 die before I'll be your Whore == 
as well as I love Faw 1 
Heart. eAſede A Oman, ant, ma 
be honeſt, when tis ourof Obſtinacy and Cents 
dition — But S'death it is but a may be, and u- 
n {carvyy Terms — Well, farewel then — if 
[ou can get out of fight, 1 may get the bettet of my 


rr == = w 


. Well — good buy. { Twrns and Weeps, 

Heart. Ha ! Nay come, we'll kiſs at parting 

[aſe — By Heaven ſhe kiſſes ſweeter than Li- 

will marry thee=— There thou haſt 

Jen. t, all my Reſolve 1 in that Kiſs — one 
more. 

Silv. But when? 

Heart. I'm impatient til it be done; I will not 
ive my {elf liberty to think, teſt I ſhould cool 
ry about a Licence ſtraighe —iathe Evening ct 
1 me — Occ kiſs more to confirm me mad; 

1 i T Bid E 
Silv. Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trapt — 


Ester Lucy. 


pick mel ou frighted me I thought be bad beer 
come mak 0 had heard me. 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in a 
ib haſte, as if he had been going for a Mid 


Ic 
W 
Silv. He's going ing for a Parſon, Girl, the fore 
runner ot a Midwife , ſome nine months hence 
— Well, I find diſſembling to our Sex is as . 


rural as ſwimming to a W ve may depend kl 
| pol 


aur elk to fave us at a plunge, tho till 
Fr eval make the experiment == zue how 


FW 
—1 
thou ſucceeded ? 


Lucy. As you would wiſh. Since there is no 
reclaiming ve, 1 have found out apicqueſhe 
has taken at him; and have fram d a Letter, that 
makes her ſue for reconciltiation firſt. 1 know that 
vill do — walk in and I' ſhew it you. Come 
Madam, you're like to have a happy time on't, 
both your Love and Anger ſatisfied i All that 
an cliarm out Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. 


That Woman ſure enjoys à bleſſed Night , 
Whom Love and Vengeance do at once * 


9283878288288 
KA e IV. 


SCENE I. The Street, 
Irer Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 
 Beflmour, 


near the Hour. ng on his Watch 
TW. how Setter , 4 17 Hy 
ume, hz? Does it fir eaſy on me? 
ett. O moſt religioufiy well , Sir. 


Bel. I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould 
pory in an opinion of Arheifm , when may 
o much more conveniently lewd under the Co- 


bh de S ufs, quickly , there's Feadlewiſe 
Sen. Sit, away , 's ſe, 
* „* . 

D 4 * 


P A — 
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men Sincetely I am afraid he hath ed) de- 


Eyes, and glow upon his Cheeks, and that 1 would 


bel. Gads ſo , there he | is, he muſt not ſee me. 


ö Exeun, 

Far Fondlewite wad Bargaley, b 5 
" Had, 1 * I will army at home. | 3 
„„ * G 


Fond. Good lack ! 1 profel; the Spirit of contra- MI, 
diction hath poſſeſt the a y 1 will tarty g 
at home — /arlet, * 

Bar, I have done $'r, then farewel o. 8 40 

Fond. Ha , how's that ? Stay, ſtay , did you My 
leave word lay you with his Wik ? ith? Comfort 
her ſelf. 

Bar: 1 did; and Comfort will end Tribulation 
hither as ſoon as ever he comes home =—1 could 
have brought young Mr. Prix, to have kept my 
Miſtreſs Company 22. mean time . but you 
ſay — 

Fond. How , "how ' 91 Varlet ! 16 let him 
not come near my Doors. I fay', he is a\wanton 
young Levite , and pampereth himſelf up with Dain- 
ties, that he may look lovely in the Eyes of Wo- 


filed the Tabernacle of out Siſter Comfort 3 while 
het good Husband is deloded by his Godly: apper- 
rance I ſay , that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his 


ee truſt my Wit with aLords high ſed Chap · I L 
. Sir , the Hot, * nigh — And nothiv F. 


will be done there ti you come. ow 
Fond, And nothing cap pe done here till I go-- th, 
So chat I'll tarry, eg ſee. lay 


Bar. And tun the hazard | 2 loſe your affair ſo! Mn: 

Fond. Good lack, good lack -I profeſs it is 2 Wo 

very ſufficient e 8 4 Man to * a hand- ! 

ſome W Wite, a 1 1. 
ar, 


* ST. 

Bar. Never , Sir, but when the Man is an in- 

ufhcient Husband. Tis then indeed, like the va”. 

nity of taking a fine Houſe , and yet be forced to 
k: Lodgings, to help pay the Rent. 


Fond, I profels a very. apt Compariſon, Varlet. 
Co in and bid my Cocky come out to me, I will 
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„see ber ſome inſtructions „I will reaſon with her 
before 1 go. [ Exit Barnaby. ] And in the mean time, 

| will reaſon with my (elf --- Tell me Iſaac, why 
d. Wart the Jealous ? Why art thee diſtruſtful of the 
Ou 


Wife of thy Boſom? --. Becauſe ſhe is oung and 
gorgus, and lam old and impotent Then why 
udſt thee marry Iſaac ? -- - Becauſe the was beautiful 
al tempting , and becauſe I was obſtinate and doa- 
ung; fo that my inclination was, and is ſtill » greater 
thay my power — And will not that which tempted 
thee z alſo tempt others, who will tempt her L{aac ? 
fear it much — But does not th Wife love 
ee, nay doat upon thee ? Les Why then! 
ug bar to ay truth, (he's fonder of me. than 
ne has reaſon to be; and in the way of Trade 5 
o- Ne ſtill ſuſpect the ſmootheſt Dealers of the deepeſt 
c- Neſgns — And that ſhe has ſome. deſigns deeper than 
le Whou canſt teach, th haſt experimented /c 
ut Mum. as welt "1 7 | * 


, " : 
* £# FF 


. I hope my deareſt Jewel is not going. to 
eme - Are, you Nykin? _ | 3G,” 
ag Fend. Wife Have you throughly confider'd 
d deteſtable, how heinous , and how crying a 
dhe Sin of Adultery is? Have you weigh'd it 
„ ? For it is a vety weighty $in ; and alc ough _ 
o! Wmay lic heavy upon thee, yer thy Husband muſt 
: a Wb __ his part : For thy iniquity will fall upon 
- Wea, © Bir bs 1 upon 


e Beſs me, what means my Dear? 
$ 


Fond. 
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_ Fond, Aſide) I ptofefs the has an alfuring Eye; 
Iam doubtful, whether 1 (hafl truſt her, even with 
Tribularion himſelf - Speak, I ay , have you con- 
fidered , what it is to Cuckold your Husband ? 

Lau. eAfide) im amazed: fare he has diſcovered 
nothing --- Who has wrong'd me to my Deateſt 
I hope my Jewel does not think, that ever 1 had 
any ſuch ching in my Head, ot ever will have? 

Fond, No, no, I cell you 1 (hall have ir in my 
Head --- You will have ic ſomewhere elſe. 

Lat. Aſide) 1 know not what to think. But Ml" 
I'm refolv'd to find rhe meaning of it --- Unkind 
Dear! Was it for chis you ſent to call me? is it not 
affliction enough that you are to leave me, but you 
muſt ſtudy to encteale it by unjaſt ſuſpicions ! 
[Crying] Welt-- Well -- You know my Fondnef;, 
and you love ro Tytannize --- Go on cruel Man, 
do, Triutph over my poor Heart, while it holds; 
which cannot be long, wich this ufage of yours--- 
But that's what you want Well Tou will hare 
your ends ſoon -- You will- You will Les it 
will break ro oblige you. ( Sighs, 

Fond. Verily 1 I have cartied the Jeſt too 
far - Nay , look you now if ſhe does not weep th 
tis the fondeſt Fool --- N 2 Cocky , Cocky , nay, 
dear Cocky , don't cry, I was but in Jeſt, Iv 
not ifeck. 3 . 
Lat. eAfide) Oh then all's fafe. I was terribl 
frighted --- My affliction is always your Jeſt, b 
barous Man! Oh that I ſhould love to this degree! 

9 — 9 Rhett 
"Fond. Nay , CI. N 

Lt. No, no, youate weary of me, that's it 
that's all, yoo would get another Wife — ford 
Fool, ro break her heart—— well, be as cruel , , 


you can to me, I'll pray for you; and when lat 15 
dead with grief, may you have one that will H. ne 


ye 
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as well as I have done: I ſhall be contented to 

be peace in my cold Grave ſince it will pleaſe 
you. Sighs. 

Fond. Good lack, good lack , ſhe would melt 

2 heart of Oak — I profeſs I can hold nolonger 
— Nay dear Cocky l feck you; break my heact 
I feek you will — Sec you have made me weep 
— Made poor Nykin weep —— Nay come 

i, buk poor Nyken— and I won't leave thee 
— Ti loſe all firſt. 

. Let. Aſide) How ! Heav'n forbid ! chat will be 

| arrying the Jeſt too far indeed. 

Fond. Won't you kifs Ny 

Let. Go naughty Nykin , you don't love me. 

Fond. Kils, Kiſs, i eck I do, 


Let. No you don't. [L She kiſſes bim. 
Fond. What not love Cocky! le, 
Let, No — h. { Sighs 


Fond. I profeſs I do love thee better than 300. 
Pound And fo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to 
ſay with thee. | SUPT DES” e 9.707 URLS 
Let. No you ſhan't neglect yout buſineſs for me 
No indeed you ſant Nykin — If you don't go, 
think you been dealous of me fill, - . 
Fond. he; he, wilt thou poot Fool ? Then | 
will go, I won't be dealous Poor Cocky , 
Min, kifs Nykin, ee, ee, ee --- Hete will 
good Van anon, to talk to Cocky and teach 
t how a Wife ought to beliave her (elf. | 
Let. ( Aſide.) 1 hope to have one that willſhew 
it how a Husband ought to behave himſelf 1 
all be glad to learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. { Kiſer. 
WM fond. That's my good Dear <-- Come kiſ Nykin 
e more, and 57 you in So · Get you 
By , b. : 


Le. 
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Lat. By , Nykin.. [ She goes in, 
Fond. By » Cocky 7 by 7 by. 9 [ Exit, 
Enter Vainlove, Sharper 

Sharp. How !' Araminta loſt ! 
Vain. To confirm what I have ſaid , read this 
| Gives a Letter, 
Sharp. Reads) Ham, hum --- And what then 
appear d a fault, upon reflection, ſeems only an effect 
of a tae power ful 7. ee. I'm afraid I give too great a 
Proof of my own at this time -I am in diſorder for 
what I have written ; but ſomething , I know not what, 
forced me. I only beg a favourable Cenſure of this 
your. Araminta 
Sharp. Loſt! Pray Heaven thou haſt nor loſt thy. 
Wirs; Here , here, ſhe's thy own Man, fign'd 
and feal'd roo--- To her Man --- A delicious Mel- 
log pure and conſenting ripe , and only waits thy 
cutting up --- She has been breeding Love to thee 
all chis while , and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd of it. 
Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit , aud ſhe has miſ- 

cartied of her Love. | | 
Sharp. Wilt thou never leave this damn'd, ill-na 
rur'd 2 » Frank? Thou haſt a ſickly peevilh 
Appetite ; only to.chew Love and cannot digeſt it: 


. Vain, Yes, when I feed my ſelf --- But I hate t 4. 
be cramm'd --- By Heav'n there's not a Woman 
will give a Man the pleaſure of a chaſe : M 
ſport is always balkt or cut ſhort --- I ſtumble ove 
the Game I would purſue --- 'Tis dull and unn b 
tural to have a Hare run full in the Hounds Mouth TU 
and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter --- I wou 
have overtaken, not have met my Game. 
Sharp. Howewer I hope you don't mean to fo L. 
ſake it? that will be but a kind of a Mungtil Culffdefer 


trick, Well, are you for the Mall? 


I 
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Vain, No, (he will be there this evening y Yes- 
| will go too -— And ſhe ſhall fee her crror in 


Sharp. In ber choice I gad But thou canſt 
not be ſo great a Brute as to light her. 


Vain. 1 ſhould r her if I did nor -- 
By her management 1 id think ſhe expects it. 


Al naturally fly what does purſue : 
Ing fit Men jhould be coy , when Women wooe, 
Exeunt. 


SCENE _ to a Room in Fondle- 
wite's Houſe. 


. EE ng 3 


A Servant introducing Bellmour in Fanatick 
Habit, with a Patch upon one Eye 
and a Book in bis Hand. 


Servant P 


Here's a Chair , Sir , if you pleaſe to 
your ſelf. I'll call my Miſtreſs. { Exit. Servant. 
Bell, Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have our-fac'd 
Suſpicion , and even dat'd Diſcovery --- This Cloak 
my Sanctity, and truſty Scarron's Novels my Pra- 
yer-Book --- Methinks I am the very Picture of 
Montufar in the Hypocrites --- Oh! ſhe comes. 


Enter Lætitia 
5 breaks Aurora through the Veilof Night, 5725 


Thus fly the Clouds , divided by het Lig he, A hu [Cloak , 
Aid every Eye receives a new- born Sight. ( Patch, &c. 


Let. Thu ſtrew d with bluſbes, lige Ah! Heav'n 
lefend me | Who's this? | Diſcovering him, ſtarts. 
Bell, Your Lover. ; 2 
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Let. Vainove's Friend 1 I know his. Face, and 
be has berraid me to, him 5 G08 

| Boll, You are — id you not expect a 
Lover , Madam ? Thoſe Eyes ſhone kindly on my 
firſt Appearance , tho now * ate o er · caſt. 
L. I may well be ſurpris d at your Perſon and 
Impudence ; they ate both new to me --- You ate 
not what your firſt Appearance promiſed : The Piety 
of 328 it was welcome, but not the Hypo- 
criſy. 


Bell. Rather the Hypocriſy was welcome; but W* 
not the Hypocrite. a [ Aſide, 

Let. Who are you, Sir > You have miſtaken the 
Houſe (ure. 

Bell. I have DieRtions in my Pocket, which 
agree with eyety thing but your unkindneſs. 

Pulls out the Letter, 
Let. My Letter! Baſe Vai Then t'is too 
late to diſſemble. é [ «Aſide, 
'Tis plain then you have miſt the Perſon, [ Cong. 
Bel. If ve part fo I'm miſtakenww Hold , hold, 
Madam I confeſs I have run into an Errour — 
I beg your Pardon a thouſaud times What an 
eternal Block-hcad am 1! Can you forgive me the 
Diſorder I have put you into —But it is a Miſtake 
which any body might have made. 

Let. What can this mean ! Tis impoſſible he 
ſhould be miſtaken after all this A handſome 
Fellow if he had notſurpriz'd me; Methinks, now 
I look on him again, I would not have him miſ- 
then. [ Aſide] We are all liable ro Miſtakes, 
Sir : It you own it to be ſo, there needs no farther 


po. e 

Bel Nay Faith, Madam tis a pleaſant one 
and worth your hearing. Expecting a Friend, [all 
Night, at his Lodglags „till *ewas late; my int 
macy with him gave me the Freedom of his Bed V 
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He not coming home all Night, a Letter was de- 
inet d eo me by a Servant, in the Morning; Upon 
the peruſal I found the Contens fo Charming » 
that J could think of nothing all Day, 
em in * owes „(the ſitſt 3 
ever look the prion) Iam the mo 
furpriz'd in the world to find it ditected to Mr. 
ſamlove. Gad, Madam, I ack you a Million of 
Pardons , and will make you any SatiſfaQtion. 

Let. I am diſcover'd — And eithet YVainlove is 
dot guilty , or he has handſomely excuſed him 


| L. All. 
Bed. You appear concern d, Madam ? 
"Wl Let. I hope you are a Gentleman; — and fince 
you are privy to a weak Woman's failing , won't 
urn it io the prejudice of her Reputation. You 

pk as if you had more Honour | 
Bel. And mare Love ; or my Face is a Falle 


, 
| 
* 
P 
Y 
4 


le nels » and deſerves ro be pullory'd. — , 
„even, I er 
J. Nay , don't ſ wear, if you'd hare me believe 


ou ; but promiſe — a 
Bell. Well, I promiſe A Promiſe is fo cold 
the f me —＋ 1 thoſe 8 — 
ling Eyes; ing Lips. Oh 
ale | oh Charm cloſe to I nd ſeal em 
1 for ever. 3 : 
Let. Upon that Condition. { He kiſſes her. 
bell. Eternity was in that moment One more, 
on any Condition. 
Let. Nay now II never ſaw any thing ſo a- 
teably Impudent. : [ Aſide. 
on't you cenſure me for this, now } — but tis 
buy your Silence. L.. 
* what am I doing? * i 
el. Doing! No Tongue can expreſs it not 
own; not any thing, but thy Lips. W 
w ; 
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with the Exceſs of Bliſs: Oh, for Loreſake, lead 

me any wither, where Lmay lie down; quick. 

y, for I'm afraid I ſhall have a Fit. | 
Let. Ble(s me! What Fit? 

Bell. Oh, a Convulſion ] feel the Symptoms 
La. Does it hold you long? I'm afraid co cat ti 
you into my Chamber. ra * 
Bell. Oh, No: Let me lie down upon the Bed MC 
— the Fit will be ſoon over. + , | Exeunt 


SCENE changes to St. James's Park 
Araminta and Belinda meeting. WW" 
Belinda, 


Lard, my Dear: I am glad I have met you 
I have been at the Exchange ſince, and am ſo tit'd. 
am. Why, What's the matter? & 
Helin. Oh the moſt inhumane, barbarous Hack 
ney-Coach ! I am jolted to a Jelly — Am I nog 
horridly touz d? Pulis oui à Pocket-Glaſs 
Aram. Your Head's a little out of Order. 
Helin. A little! O frightful! What a furious Fiz 
have ! O moſt. rueful! Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, 
hope no body will come this way, till 1 put mi Cut 
ſelf a little in Repair — Ah ! my Dear — 1 har 
ſeen ſuch vinhewn Creatures ſince Ha, ha, ha 
I can't for my Soul help thinking that I. look jull 
like one of em — Good Dear, pin this, and ! 
tell you — Very well — So, thank you my Dex 
--- But as I was telling you --- Piſh, this is the un 
rowatd'{t Lock -- So, as I was telling you --- Hoy 
d'ye like me now? Hideous, ha Frightful ſtil 
Or bow ? Fn! | 

Aram. No, no; you're very welllas can be. 

Belin. And fo --- But where did I leave off, m 

Dear? I was telling you --- Aran 
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Aram. Tou were about to tell me ſomething , 
child but you left off before you began 
Belin, Oh! a moſt Comical Sight: A Country 
Squire » with the Equipage” of a Wife and two 
7 Daughters, came to Mrs. Snipwel's Shop while 1 
"Was chere --- But, Oh Gad ! Two ſuch unlick'd 
| MW Cubs ! _ | 
M Ham. I wartant , plump, Cherty-check'd 
Country Girls. . tins AE. 
* Wa Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-door- 
fowl; dul ſo bedeck'd , Jon would have taken em 
for Friexland Hens, with their Feathets growing 
the wrong way --- O ſuch Out- landiſh Creatures ! 
Such Tramontang , and Foreigners to the Faſhion , 
xr any thing in practice! I had not patience to be. 
Mhold --- 1 undettook'the modelling of one of their 
tonts, the more modern Structure - 
Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin; why would you af- 
ont any body ſo ? They might be Gentlewomen 
Ha very good Family --+ | 
Belin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſweat, by 
heir Dreſs --- Affront ?'Plhaw , how you're miſta- 
n! The poor Creature , I warrant, was as full 
f Curtfies , as if I had been her Godmother. The 
Auth on't is, I did endeavour to make her look 
e a Chriſtian -- and ſhe was ſenſible of it; for 
ha e hank'd me , and gate me two Apples, pip- 
jug hot, out of her Under - Petticoat -· Pocket --- 
, ha, ha: And t'other did fo ſtare and gape 
fanſied her like the Front of het Father's Hall; 
t Eyes were the two jut- Windows, and her 
out che great Doot , moſt hoſpirably kept open, 
Ir the Entertainment of travelling Flies. 
Aram. So then, you have been divetted. What 
d they buy? Lend ache K 
Selin, Why the Father bought a Powder-Horn , 
Id an Almanack , oma Caſe; the Mother 
A 


* 
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a gre 1 „and a 3 "Necklace 
T ters only. tore two pair of Kid Gloves, 
with trying em on · Oh Gad, here comes the 
Fool that din d at my Lady Freelove's t othet day, 10 


| [1 Enter Six Joſeph: and Bluffe. wy ? 


Aram. May be he may not know us ur. 
Belin, We'll put on our Masks to 4ecure his 


\ 


Ignorance. [ They put on their Mais MN. 
k Sir 70. i by gad 5 ih pick up 3 I'm reſoly' | Wi 
to make a Night on't-+- I'll go to Alderman Fond. 


wife by and by, and get P my Pieces more from him 
Adſlidikins „ Bully, we'll: wallow in Wine and. 
Women. Why ,. this ſame Madera - Wine be 
made; me as light as a Gtas hopper Hiſt , hiſt 
Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe ,Tearers 2 | Sings. Loc 
you what here u Look, you, what. here is --- Toll -- 
10 dera toll loll-.- A Gad, t'other Glaſs c 
Madera, and 1 durſt have attack d em in my o. 
proper Perſon, without your, help. 

Bluffe. Come on then, Knight But d' ye kno 
what 10 lay to em? Linne 0 

Sir Foſ.! Say: Pooh, Pon, Ive enough to lay 
never feat it that is, if I can but think on't 
Truth is, I have but a treacherous Memory. 
Helin. O frightful! Couſin „ What ſhall we do 
Theſe things come toward uus. 
Aram. No matter I ſeę Vuinlove coming thilf 
way — and, to confeſs my Failing , I am williu; 
to give him an opportunity of making his Pea 
with me and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs 
when I ſeem oppreſt with em, will be a fair one 

Bluffes Ladies, by hes Hilts you are well nf 

Aram. We are afraid not. | 
. Bluffe, What ſays my pretty little Knapſack Ca 
tiex? 7051 [ To 1 1 

eln 
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Bellu. O monſtrous filthy Fellow ! Good ſlovenl. 
Captain Huffe , Bluffe , (what's your hideous name? 
be gone: You ſtink of Brandy and Tobacco, moſt 
Soldier-like. Foh. [ [ Spits, 
Sir Foſs Now am I ſlap- daſh down in the Mouth, 
ind have not one Word to ſay! 23 
Aram. I hope my Fool has not Confidence e- 
dough to be ttoubleſom. [ «Aſide, 
PEI Hem ! Pray, Madam, which way's the 
Wind? | | | 2. 
Aram. A pithy Queſtion Have you ſent yout 
its for a Venture, Sir, that you enquire? 
Sir Foſ. Nay , now I'm in —Ican prattle 
ke a Magpye. | [ «Aſide; 


Enter Sharper and Vainlove at 4 Diſtance. 


Belin. Dear Ardminta; I'm tit cc. 
Aram. Tis but pulling off our Masks, and o- 
living Vainlove ro know us; I'll be rid of m 
vol by fair means — Well, Sit Foſeph, you ſhall 
e my Face — but be gone immediately — I ſee 
e that will be Jealous ; to find me in diſcourſe 
th you Be diſcreet — No reply, but away. 
[Unmasks. 
4 Sit Foſ. The great Fortune, that dined at my 
/ Freelove's { Sir Foſeph ,- thou art a Madman. 
. m in Love, up to the Ears, But Lil be 
Jun reet , aud huſhr, . L Aſide. 
nude. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your face. 
belin, Lou ſhall. 9 | Uamarks. 
Pop. Ladies, your humble Servant. <= We 
W* afraid , you would not have given us leave to 
dw you. | 
ram. We thought to have been private. 
we find Fools, have the ſame advantage over 
Nee iu a Mask, that a Coward has, while the 
E 2 | Sword 


ut 
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Sword is in the Schabbard—S$o were forced ta 
draw in our op defence. i 
Bluffe. My blood riſes at that Fellow: 1 can't 
ſtay where he is; and I muſt not draw in the Park, 
[ To Sir Joſ. Ml © 

Sir o. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my 

| Lodging, — [ Exeunt Sir Jol. and Blufte 
rp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage 
ſomewhat which narrow Souls cannot dare to ad 
mire. — And ſee , the Owls arc fled, as at the 
break of Day. 
Belind. Very courtly. —I believe, Mr. Vainlov 
has not rubb'd his Eyes, ſince break of Day nei 
ther, he looks as if hedurſt not approach — Nay der 
come Couſin , be friends with en — I (war © 
he looks ſo ver up] » ha, ha, ha. — Well 
a Lover in the ſtate o . from his Miſtreſs 
is like a Body without a Soul. Mr. Fainlove , (h 
I be bound for your good Behaviour for the future 
. Vain. Now muſt I pretend ignorance equal 
hers, of what ſhe knows as well as I. e 
Men are apt to offend ( tis true g. here they fit 


S SN. 


me 
j 


molt Goodneſs to forgive =— But , Madam, U 
hope I ſhall prove of a Temper, not to abuſe Merc ee — 
N | 5 


by committing new Offences. 
Aram. So cold! . [ Aſu 
Belin, I have broke the ice*for you, Mr.) 
love, and ſo leave you, Come, Mr. Sharper, yi" 
and 1 will take a turn, and laugh at the Vulgar f 
Both the great Vulgar and the ſmall— Oh Ga 
I have a great paſſion for Cowley, —— Don't) 
admuc him? n ' 
Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Engliſh Hor 
Belin. Ah ſo fine! So extremely fine! So ef 
thing in the world that q lH,. Oh Lord, v 
this way I ſee a couple LI give you their Hiſte 
| [Ex. Bel. — 
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Vain, 1 find, Madam, the Formality of the Law 
muſt be obſerv'd, tho the Penalty of it be diſpens'd 
with ; and an Offender muſt Plead to bis Araign- 
ment, tho he have his Pardon in his Pocket. 
«Aram. 1'm amaz'd | This inſolence exceeds the 
other; — whoever has encourag'd you to this 
' aſſurance — preſuming upon the eaſineſs of m 
'f Temper , has much deceiv'd you and fo you al 
nd 


Vain, Hey day ! Which way now? Here's fine 
Aram. Baſe Man! Was is not enough to affront 
me with your ſawcy Paſſion? 
Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much kin- 
der Epithet than Sawcy , in another place. 
: Aram. Another place! Some villainous Deſi 
Ms blaſt my Honour — But tho thou hadſt all the 
(MY Ttcachery and Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt not 
y a blemich on my Fame — No, I have not err'd 
in one favourable Thought of Mankind —- How 
me might have deceiv'd me in you, I know not; 
ny opinion was but young, and your carly baſcneſs 
6 Mus prevented its growing to a wrong Belief —— 
Unworthy, and ungrateful ! Be gone, and never 
ſe me more. 
Vain. Did I dream ? Or do I dream? Shall Ibe- 
e my Eyes, or Ears? The Viſion is here ſtill --- 
our Paſſion , Madam, will admit of no farther 
.@<loning --- But here is a ſilent Witneſs of your ac- 
ar Waintance --- 
Ga [ Takes out the Letter, and offers it: She 
natches it , and throws it away. 
Aram. There's Poiſon in every thing you touch 
or Bliſters will follow --- 
Vain That Tongue, which denies what the 
lands have done —— 


Aram. Still myſtically * and impudent : 
3 
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1 find 1 muſt leave the place. Nn 
Van. No, Madam, I'm gone--- She knows hey 
Name's to it, which ſbe will be unwilling to ex- 
poſe to the Cenſure of the firſt finder. [ Exit, 
Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to 
what Woman's Curioſity now tempts me to ſee. 
| [ Takes up the Letter , and Exit, 


Belin. Nay , we have ſpared no body, I (wear, 
Mr. Sharper , you're a pure Man; where did you 
get this excellent Talent of Railing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born 
with me: I confeſs, I have taken care to improve 
it; to qualify me for the ſociety of Ladies. 

Belin, Nay , ſure Railing is fs belt qualificatien 
in a Woman's Man. | 


' Sharp. The ſecond beſt, — indeed I think. 


| Enter Footman. 
| | 
Belin. How now, Pace > Where's my Couſin 


Foot. She's not vety well, Madam, and has (coli 


to know , if your Ladiſhip would have the Coad 
come again for you? | 21 
Belin. OLotrd, No, I'll go along with her, Come 


Mr. Sharper, { Exeuntif 


\ 


Fondlewite's Houſe. 


Enter Lætitia and Bellinour , his Cloak, 'Hat, 
&c. lying looſe about the Chamber. 


Bellmour. 


Here's no body, not no noiſe; —="twas nothing 


but your fears. 

Let. I durſt have ſworn, I had heatd my Monſter's 
Voice — I ſwear , I was heartily frightned = 
feel how . my heart beats. 

Bell. Tis an alarm to Love == Come in again, 
ne 

Fond, without. y, where are you, 
Cocky ? I'm come home. f 

Let. Ah! There he is. Make haſte, gathet up 
jour things. 

Fond. Cocky , Cocky , open the door. 
Bell, Pox choak him; would his Horns were in 
is Throat. My Patch, my Patch. 

Looking about , and athering up his things. 
Let, My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for 
ur Pack You S'ant tum in, Nykin — Run 
0 my Chamber, quickly, quickly, You $'an'e 
um in. Bell. goes in. 
Fond. Nay, rithee » Dear, ifeck I'm in haſte. 
Let, Then I'll let you in. [ Opens ws ns 


Ener Fondlewife , and Sir Joſeph. 
Ford, Kiſs, Dear — I met the Maſter of the 


unt out of your Cabinet. 


WL, Oh, I'm undone ! | [ Aſide. 


E 4 Sir 
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5 C E N-E Changes to 4 chamber in 


. 


. ˙ A > — —"—_ 


Ip by the way — And I muſt have wy kapets ut 


— 
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Sir 70. Pray, firſt let me have 50 l. Al- 
N — for Lin in haſte: | 19 good 
Fond. A hundred bas alrcady been paid 5 by your 
Order. Fifty ! I have the Sum ready in Gold, in 
my Cloſer. | [ | Goes into bu Cloſet, 
Sir Jo. Agad, it's a curious, fine, ptetty Rogue; 
T'll ſpeak to her — Pray, Madam, what News 
d 


e 2 wok 

2 Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. 
| Walks about in diſorder. 

Sir 70. I wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt 
curious fine weather. 

Lat. Methinks, t has been very ill weather. 
Sir 70. As you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad wea- 
ther, and has been ſo a great while. 


| Enter Fondle· wife 
Fond. Here ate fifty pieces in this Purſe, Sir Joſeph 


It you will tarry a moment, till 1 fetch my 
Papers , I'll wait upon you down Stairs. De 
- Let, Ruin d. paſt Redemp- ( to 
tion! What ſhall Ido Ha! A. Fond. i going inelfſ the 
this fool may be of ule. ¶ Aſide | to the Chamber, (heſ bed 
Stand off, rude Ruffian. Helps, runs to Sir Joſep . 
me , my Deat— O bleſs me! | almoſt puſhes him kne 
Why will you leave me alone] down, and cries out © the 
with ſuch; a Satyr. ( 
Fond. Bleſs us ! what's the matter? what's the 7 
matter? | pin 
Lat. Your back was no ſooner turn'd; but like Stor 
a Lion, he came open mouth'd upon me, and F 
would have raviſhed a kiſs from me by main force. I diſtu 
Six Fo. OLotd 1 Oh terrible! Ha, ha, ha, hl I 
your Wife mad, Alderman ?  . won 
Let. Oh! I am ſick with the fright ; won't youſſ this 
take him out of my fight? - | 100, 
11e Fond. 
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Fond. Oh Traytor! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody - 
minded Traytor ! 

Sir Fo. Hey-day | Traytor your ſelf —= By the 
Lord Harry I was in moſt danger of being raviſh'd , 
if you go to that. 

Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous wretch ſwears ! 
Out of my houſe , thou Son of the whore of Babylon; 
Oſtſpring of Bell and the Dragon — Bleſs us ! 
Raviſh my Wife! my Dinah! Oh Schechemite! Be 

I ſay. 
281 Jo. Why, the Devil's in the people, I think. 
: Exit, 

Let. Ohl won't you follow, and ſee bile our 
of Doors, Dear ? 

Fond. I'll ſhut this door, to ſecure him from 
coming back — Give me the Key of your Cabinet, 
Cocky — Raviſh my Wife before my face! I war- 
tant he's a Papiſt in his heart, atleaſt , if nota 

French man. 8 

I. What can I do now ! (<Aſide.) Oh 1. my 
Dear, I have been in ſacha fright , that I forgot 
to tell you, poor Mr. Spintex:, has a (ad Fit of 

in · the Cholick , and is forced to lie down upon our 

ſhe bed - You'll diſturb him; I can tread ſofilier. 

-p Fond. Alack poor Man — No , no— you don't 

him know the Papers — I won't diſturb him; Give me 
the Key. (She gives him the Key, goes to 

tze Chamber door, and ſpeaks aloud.) 

Let. Tis no body but Mr. Fondlewife , Mr, 
Spintext , lie ſtill on your Stomach ; lying on your 
ikefff tomach , will caſe you of the Cholick. 

Fond. Ay » ay, lie ſtill , lie ſtill ; don't let me 
© diſturb you. 2 in. 
Let. Sure , when he does not ſee his be 
won't diſcover him. Dear Fortune, help me but 
this once and T'll never run in thy debt again 
But this Opportunity is the Devil, 1 

E 5 Fond- 


74 The Oli Baichelour. 
| Fondlewife returns with Papers. 
Fond. Good lack : good lack! I profeſs, the 


Man is in great torment „ he lies as flat 

Hoot « you heat a Trencher , or a Napkin 

pm Where's Deborah ? let her clap a warm thing 

to = ble Stomach , or chaſe it with a warm hand, ; 

rather than fail. What Book's this? | 
[ Sees the Book that Bellmour-forgot. 

Let. Mr. Spimext's Prayer-book , Dear — Pray ] 
Heav'n it be a Prayer-book, [ e Aſide, 

Fond. Good Man! 1 warrant he dropp'd it on 
purpoſe, thar you —. take it up, and read ſome WM 1 
of the pious Taking up the Book) OW 1 
bleſs me! — A rayer-book? Ay, this f, 
is the Devil's Pater-Noſter. Hold, let me ſee; The 
Innocent e Adultery. 

Let. Misfortune ! pow all's ruin'd n =, 

Bel. ( Perping-] Dam Damn'd Chance ! If I had gone 
a whoring Praflice of Piety in my Pocket, 
I had never been diſcover'd. 

Fond. Adultery, and innocent O Lord! Here's 
Doctrine ! Ay, here's Diſcipline ! 

- Let. Dear Husband, I'm amaz'd : = Sure it is 
4 good Book , and only tends ro the Speculation 
n. 


Fond. Speculation ! No, no; ſomething went | 
tanker than pecuaion when I was nr o belt the 
— Where is thi hal Elder? I' ferret him. if 


. Let, I'm fo di 3 I can't think of a Lye. 4 
: , [ Aſede. of 
Foidlewife haling ous bellmourr. be 
it, 
Fond. Come out here, thou cAnenies incarnats for, 


Who, how now . have we here? 15 h 
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Let. Ha! ] Shrieks , 4s ſarpriz'd, 
Fond. Oh, thou ſalacious Woman 1 Am I then 
brutified ? Ay , I feel it here; I ſprout , I bud, 
I bloſſom , I am ripe-horn-mad. But who in the 
Devil's name, ate you? Mercy on me for ſweating. 


[| — * 
Lat. Oh, goodneſs keep us! Who's this? Who 
are you? What ate you? | 
Bell. Soh. | 
Let. In the name of the — Oh | Good, my 
Dear , don't come near it, I'm afraid 'tis the De- 
vil; indeed it has hoofs, Dear. 
Ford. Indeed, and I have Horns, Dear. The 
Devil; no, I'mafraid, tis the Fleſh, thou Harlot. 
Dear , with the Pox. Come Syren, ſpeak , con- 
fels, who is this Reverend, brawny Paſtor? 
Let. Indeed, and indeed now my dear Nykin— 
I never ſaw this wicked Man before. | 
Fond. Oh , it is a Man then , it ſeems. 
Let. Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing 
of a Sheep. | 
3 Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper cloathing , 
Woman's fleſh, - What, you know nothing of hum, 
but his Fleece here! — You don't love Mutton ? 
=== you Magdalen unconverted. _ 
Bell, Well, now Iknow my Cue— That is very 
honourably ', ro excuſe her, and very impudently 
Lat. Why then, I wiſh I may uever enter into 
the Heaven of your Embraces again, my Dear, 
if ever I ſaw his face before. OS | 
Fond, O Lord! O ſtrange ! I am in admiration 
of your impudence. Look at him a little better; 
he 1s more modeſt , I warrant you , than to deny 
it. Come, were you two never face to face be- 
fore 2 Speak. nenen, 
Bell. Since all Artifice is — 


late 


41. 
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elf obliged to {peak the Truth in Juſtice to your 


Wife — No. 1 

Fond. Humph. 

Let. No , indeed Dear. 
| Fond. Nay [I find you are both in a ſtory ; that 
I muſt confeſs. But, what — not to be cured of 
the 7 2 you know hb „Mrs. 

wack ? Oh , lie upon your Stomach ; lying upon 
— 4 will —— of the Cholick. iy 
1 wiſh he has lain upon no bodies ſtomach but his 
own. Anſwer me that, FJexabel ? 

Let. Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſelf; 
does he think that I have nothing to do but excuſe 
him; tis enough , if I can clear my own inno- 
cence to my own Dear, 4 

Bell. By my troth, and ſo 'tis——TI have been a 
little roo backward , that's the truth on't. 

Fond. Come, Sir, who ate you, in the fitſt 
place ? and what are you? a 

Bell. A Whoremaſter. 

Fond. Very Conciſe. 
. Let. O beaſtly, impudent Creature 

Fond. Well Sir, and what came you hither for? 
Bed. To lie with your Wife. 

Fond. Good again - A very civil Perſon this, 
and I believe ſpeaks ttuth. 

Lat. Oh, inſuppottable impudence! 

Fond. Well, Sir, --- Pray be cover'd · and you 
have --- Heh ! You have finiſh'd the matter, Heh? 
And I am, as I ſhould be, a fort of a civil Per- 
quiſite to a Whore-maſter , called a Cuckeld , Heb? 
Is it not ſo? Come, I'm inclining to believe every 
word you ay. | 
Bell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs , fo I deſign'd 
you --- But, you were a little unlucky in coming 
ſo ſoon , and hindred the making of your own 
Fortune. 2 
Fond. 


Fre 


| w | — 


— 
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Fond, Humph. Nay , if you mince the matter 
once, and go back of your word; you are not the 
Perſon I took you for. Come, come, go on 
boldly --- What, don't be aſham'd of your Pro- 
feſſion --- Confeſs , confeſs , I ſhall love thee the 
better for't--- I ſhall , Ifeck --- What, doſt think 
I don't know how to behave my ſelf in the em- 
ployment ofa Cuckold, and have been three Years 
Apprentice to Matrimony ? Come, come, Plain- 
dealing is a Jewel. ; 

Bell. Well , 'fince I ſee thou art a good honeſt 
Fellow, I'll confeſs the whole matter to thee. 

Fond. Oh, I am a very honeſt Fellow = You 
never lay with an honſter man's wife in your life. 

Let. How my heart akes 1 All my comfort lies 
in his impudence , and Heav'a be praiſcd , he has 
a conſiderable portion. . [ «Aſide. 

Bell. In ſhort then, I was informed of the op- 
E our abſence, by my Spy, ( for faith, 

oneſt [ſaac [ have a long time deſign'd thee this 


favour) I knew Spin- text was to come by your 


direction. But I laid a trap for him, and procured 


his Habit; in which, I paſs d upon your Servants, 
and was conducted hither. . I pretended a it of the 
Cholick, to excuſe my lying down upon your”. 
Bed; hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good 


nature would bring her to adminiſter Remedies 


for my Diſtemper. You know hg. have 


follow d. But like an uacivil Perſon , you d 
at the door, before yout wife, was come to me. 
Fond. Ha ! This is Apocryphal ; I may chuſe 


whether I will believe it or no. 8 


Bell. That you may, faith; and I hope you 
won't believe a word on't — But I can't help 
telling the truth, for my life. 


Fond, How ! wou'd not you have me believe 


ou, ſay you? | 
| FEY Bell. 


' % 
_— : 
—— — — 2 Fr eter protec AE — — 
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pu wich your wife, and there will be ſome 


Fe Old" Batebelody. 
Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequtnce 


pes of having. her upon the publick : then the 
encouragement of a ſeparate maintenance =—- 

Fond. No, no; for that mattet , — when ſhe 
and I part, ſhe'll carry her ſeparate maintenance 
about her. | 

Let. Ah, cruel Dear , how can you be ſo bar- 
barous ? You'll break my heart, if you talk of 


arting. Crics. 
: Foul, Ah, Diflembling Vermin! 

Bell. How canſt thou be fo cruel , Iſaac? Thou 
haſt the heart of a Mountain-Typger. By the faith 
ofa ——_ Sinner , os innocent for me. Go to him, 
Madam, fling your ſnowy Arms 
about his tabora Neck 1 barhi his 7 
relentleſs Face in your ſalt trick. & Jie, bim. Pell 
ling Tears. — So; a few fo kiſſes her Hand be. 
Words, and a Kiſs, and the good (. hid Fondlewife', 
Man melts. See how kind Nature] back. 
works, and boils over in him 

Lat. Indeed. my Dear, I was but juſt come 
down ſtaits, when you knock'd at the Door; and 
the Maid told me Mr. Spin: text was ill of the 
Cholick, upon our Bed. And won't you ſpeak to 
me, cruel Nykin?' Indeed I' die, if you dou't. 

Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my heart's 
ſo full — 1 have been a tender Husband , a tender 
Volke · fellow; you know 1 have Rut thou haſt 
berm a faithleſs Dalilahb, and the Philiſtines , have 
been upon thee. Heh! Art thou not vile and unclean, 
Heh 2 Speak. _ 199 Yor: wy 

Let. Noh. @ e LO | Sighing. 

Fond. Oh, that T could believe thee! 

Let. Oh, my Heart willbteak. | Seeming to faint. 

Fond. Heb , How! No, ſtay, ſtay , I will 
believe thee, I will— Pray bend her forward, gh 

at, 
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La. Oh: Oh 1 Where is my Dear? : 
Fond. Here; here; Idobelicve thee. 1 won't 
believe my own Eyes. 

Bell. For my part , I am fo charm'd with the 
love of your Tuttle ro you , that II go and ſollicit 
Matrimony with all my might and main. 

Fond. Well, well'; Sir; as long as I believe it, 
'tis well enough No thanks to you, Sir, fot 
her Vettue. — But, I'll ſhow you the, way out of 
my Houſe, if you pleaſe. Come, my Dear. Nay , 
I will believe thee, I do, I'feck. | | 

Bell. See the great Bleſſing of an eaſie Faith; O- 
pinion cannot err. þ 


No Husband ; by his Wife, can be deceiy'd ; | 
She ſtill is Vertuous, if ſhe's ſo believ'd. 

- — * nA: [ Exeunts 
SS 88 85 
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| SCENE I. Tie Swear. 
erer Bellmour in Fanatick Habit , and 
5 PI Setter, | Wk 
5 Ener! Well encounter d. * 
” Z Au of your! 4 . 15 How you, | 
bade a Voyage? Or have you t 
F 


Bell, No, 1 have broùght nothing but Ballaſt 
ck == made a delicious Voyage Sener; * 
7 | ave 


4 ths 


hare rode at Ancor in the Port till this time, bur 
the ennemy ſurptia d us I would untig. 
Setter, 1 attend you, Sir, o 
[ Heartwell and Lucy appear at Sylvia's Door ] | 
; Bell. Ha! Is not that Heart wel at Sylvia's Door » Ml * 
| Be gone quickly, I'll follow you: — I would not 
be known { Exit Settet.] Pox take em they ſtaud 
juſt in my way. | eh | 
Heart. I'm impatient till it done. 4 
Lucy. That may be , without troubling your ſelf . 
to go again for your Brother's Chaplain. Don't 
| you ſee that ſtalking Form of Godlinels 2 
Heart. O Pox; he's a Fanarick. | 


2. Lucy. An Executioner qualified to do your bu- 
ſineſs. He has been lawfully Ordain'd. 


Heart, T'll pay him well, if you'll break the £ 

Matter to him. e þ 

Lucy. I wartant you --- Do you go and prepare Ml 

r Bride. | [Ex. Heartw. I bere 

Bell. Hugiph , Sits the Wind there 2 --- What tet 

a lucky Rogue am 1! Oh, what Sport will be here, en. 

if I can perſuade this Wench to Sccreſie? muſt 

Lucy. Sit: Reverend Sit. fly n 

| Bell. Madam. I TT Diſcovers himſelf, L. 
= Lucy, Now ; 'Goodnefs have Mercy upon me rn; 
a Mr. Bellmour ! is it you? ö Bel 
= Bell. Even — Whar doſt think ? Vhor 
| Lucy. Think: That I ſhould not believe m ＋ 


Eyes, and that you ale not what you ſeem to be 

Bell. True. But to convince thee who I am * — 
thou know'ſt my old Token. {Kiſſes ber 
* Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmonr: O Lard ! Ibeſieve ye 
ate a Parſon in good earneſt, you kits fo devoutly 

Bell. Well, your buſineſs wich me, Lucy? 
Lucy. 1 had none, but through miſtake. 
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Bell. Which miſtake you muſt go thorough 
with, Lucy — Come, I know the intrigue berween 
Heartwell and your Miſtreſs ; and you miſtook 
me fot Tribulation Spintext , to matry em. 
Ha? Are not matters in this poſture? 
Confeſs. — Come, I'll be faichful: Iwill L- faith. 
— What Diffide in me, Lucy? 

Lacy. Alas a day Lou and Mr. Vainlove, between 
jou, have ruin'd my poor Miſtreſs : You have 
made a Gap in het Reputation; And can you 
blame her if (he ſtop it up with a Husband ? 

Bell. Well, is it as 1 ſay? 

Lucy. Well, It is then: But you'll be ſecret ? 

Bell. Phuh, Secret, * And to be out of 
thy debt „ I'll truſt thee with another Secret. 
Your Miſtreſs muſt not marry Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How'! O Lord! — 

Bell. Nay , don't be in Paſſion , Lucy: 
ll provide a fitter Husband for her. — Come 
here's Earneſt of my good intentions for thee too: 
Let this mollifie. — | Gives her Money. |] Look you. 


muſt not ſee him fall into the Snare, and unwittin- 
ay matry a Whore. N 
Lucy. Whore! I'd have you know, my Miſtreſs 
Norns — 5 8 
Bell, Nay , nay : Look you, Lucy; there are 
Vhores of as good Quality. — But to the purpoſe , 
you will give me leave to acquaintyou wich it. 
Do you catty on the miſtake of me: I'll marry 
m. — Nay , don't pauſe : If you do, I'll ſpoil 
,— 1 have ſome private Reaſons for what I do, 
hich 1'l] tell you within, — Io the mean time, I 
omiſe , --- and rely upon me , --- to help your 
ſtreſs to a Husband: Nay , and thee tog, Lucy. 
Here's my hand, Iwill; with a freſh Aſſurance, 
Gives ber more Money. 
Lucy, 


f Heart well is my Friend; and tho he be blind, 1 
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Lucy. Ah the Devil is not ſo cunning} --- You 
know my tafie Nature. Well, for once I'll ven- 
ture to ſetve you; but if you do deceive me, the 
Curſe of all kind, tender-heatted women light 
ou. 5 | 
Bell, 'That's as muchas to fay » The Pox take me, 
Well, lead on ¶ Exeunt. 


Ente Vain- love, Sharper and Setter. 


Sharp. Juſt now, ſay you, gone in with Lucy ? 
Seit. I ſaw him, Sir; and Hood at the Cornet 
where you found me, and over - heard all they ſaid. 
Mr. Bell mour is to — em. 

Sharp. Ha, ha, Iwill be a pleaſant Cheat. 
I'll plague Feartwe!ll when 1 ſee him. Prithee, 
Frank, let's teaze him; make him fret till he foam at 
the Mouth, and diſgorge his Matrimonial Oath 
with Intereſt --- Come, thou'tt ſo muſty --- 

Setter. To Shayper. \ Sir, a word wich you. 


¶Whiſpers him. 
Vain, Sharper ſwears, ſhe has forſworn the Leitet 


--- I'm ſure he tells me Truth; but 1 am not 
ſure ſhe told him Truth: --- Yet ſhe was unat- 
ſectedly concern d, he ſays ; and often bluſh'd with 
— and Surprize: --- And fo I remember inthe 
Park. --- She had reaſon , if 1 wrong her. ---1 
begin to doubt, 

Sharp. Say'ſt thou ſo! 

Sett. This Atternoon, Sir , about an Hour befor 
my Maſter received the Letter. 

Sharp. In 3 » like enough. 

Sett. Ay, 1 
I can fiſh ir out of her. She's the very Sluce roh 
Lady's Secrets: Tis but ſetting her Mill a going 
and I can drein her of em all. 


Sharp. Hete, Frank ,yous Blood-hound has mad — 


w her, Sir; at leaſt; I'm fur | 
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out the Fault: This Letter, that ſo ſticks id thy 
Maw 4 is countetfeit; only a Trick of Silvia in 
Revenge, contriv'd by Lucy. Wh 

Vain, Ha ! it has a Colout --- But how do you 
know it, Sirtah ? 

Setter, I do ſuſpect as much ·· becauſe why , Sit 
She was pumping me about how your Worſhip's 
Aﬀairs ſtood towards Madam Araminta. As , 
when you had ſeen her laſt , when you wereto'fee 
her next ; and , where you were to be found at 
that time: And ſuch like. 

Vain. And where did you tell het? 

Seiter. Tn the Piaxxa. 

Vain, There I tecei vd the Letter --- It muſt be ſo 
— And why did you not find me out, to tell me 
is befofe, Sor ? 
Sharp. You were well employ'd --- I think there 
no objection to the Excuſe. | 
Vain, Pox o' my ſawcy Cteduliry = If f have 
oſt her 1 deſerve it. But if Confeſſion and Re- 
m. Wcntance be of force » Fil win her, or weary her 
et Winto a Forgiveneſs. [ Exits 
1 Sharp. Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth. 
2 — 
ich 
the 
1 


* 


Setter. Talk of the Devil — See where he comes. 
Sharp. Hagging himſelf in his proſperous Mil- 
ick — No real Fanatick cau look bettet pleas'd 
. : ſucceſsful — - er r 
ell, Sharper | Fortiſie thy Spleen: Such a Jeſt! 
peak ( cho art ready, F 

Sharp. Now, were J ill natur'd, would I uttet- 
diſappoint thy Mirth: Hear thee tell thy mighty 


fot 


ſutt 


to he 


doing Wt, with as much Gravity as a Bi hears Ve- 
real Cauſes in the'Spiritual Court: Not ſo much 

madeſſ wrinkle my Face with one Smile; but let thee 
2 F 2 look 


\ 
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look ſimply , and laugh by thy ſelf. 
Bell. Plhavs , Hops 6 4 berrer Opinion of 
thy Wit — Gad, I deſie thee 
Sharp. Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make 
the experiment. But honeſt Seiter here , over-heard 
you with Lucy, and has told me all. 
Bell. Nay , then I thaukthee for not putting me 
out of Countenance. But, to tell you ſomething 
ou don't know I got an Opportunity, after | g 
ad married em, of diſcovering the Cheat to WF | 
Sylvia, She took it at firſt, as another Woman I ; 
would the like Diſappointment ; but my Promiſe 
to make her amends quickly with another Husband, 
ſomewhat pacify'd her. . 
Sharp. But how the devil do you think 1 
your ſelf of your Promiſe? Will you marry het ; 
you ſelf? _ 
Bell. J have no ſuch intentions at preſent --- 
Prithee, wilt thou think a little for me? I am ſure 
the ingenious Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. 
Setter, O Lord, Sir! 


Bell, 1'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my g 
Habit, | Exit 00] 
Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 8 
Sharp. Heh ! Sure, Fortune has ſent this Foo 91 
hither on purpoſe. Ketter ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not 19... 
obſerve'em ; and, Hark- ye. | whiſper ly 
Bluffe. Fear him not --- I am prepar'd for bin ©, 
now; and he ſhall find he might have ſafer tous 
| 1 a ſleeping Lion. 
Sir 70. Huſh, hufh: Don't you ſee him? 
Bluffe. Shew him to me. Where is he? Cir 


Sir fo, Nay don't ſpeak ſo loud --- 1 don t eld 
as Idid a little while ago --- Look yonder Kg Ag 
if he ſhould hear the Lion roar , he'd cudgel h 
into an Aſs , and his primitive Braying. Do 
Vo 
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remember the Story in Aſop's Fables , Bully? A 
Cad there ate good Morals to bo pick out of Aſep : 
Fables , let me tell you that; and Reynard the 
Fox too. 125 

Bluffe. Damn your Morals. 
Sir Fo, Prithee , don't ſpeak ſo loud. 
Blue. Damn your Morals : I muſt reve 
th“ Affront done to my Honour. {| In 4 low Voice. 
Sir Fo: Ay; do, do, Captain, if you think 
bing You may. diſpoſe of your own Fleſh 
s you think fitting, d'ye ſee; — Bur by the Lord 
| WH Harry, I'll leave you. | Stealing _ upon his Tiptoes 
K Bluffe. Prodigious! What, will you forſake your 
trend in his extremity ! You can't, in honour, 
refufe ro carry him a Challenge. 
[ cAlmoſt whiſpering , and treading foſtly after him, 
Sir Jo.) Prithee , What do you ſee in my face, 
tharlooks as if I would carry a Challenge? Ho- 
our, is your Province, Captain: Take 1t--- All 
ue e World knows me to be a Knight, anda Man 
ff Worſhip. . | 
Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed. 
m Sharp. Impoſlible ! - Areminta take a liking to a 
£xul ool : | | [ Aloud. 
Setter. Her head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe 
an talk of nothi elſe. 
Sharp. I know the commended him all the while 
e were in the Park ; but I thought it had been 
ly to make Vainlove jealous.--- | 
Sir fof, How's this Good Bully, hold your 
eath , and let's hearken. A-gad , this muſt be I. 
Sharp. Death, it can't bel --- An Oaf, au Ideot, 
Wittal! | | | 
wo vir Foſ. Ay, now it's out ; tis I, my own in- 
t 1 dual Perſon. a1 
N Jbare A wiretch, that has flown for ſhelter to 
el 1 | . | | the 
90 g 
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the loweſt ſhrub of mankind, and ſceks protection 

from a blaſted Coward. | 

Sir $of, That's you, "oy Back. 
I Bluffe frowns upon Sir Jol. 

Sharp, She has given Faiv-love her Promiſe, to 
marry him before ro moerow morning. Has 
ſhe nor?. - 30 7 0 Setter, 

Seiter. She has, Sir; -— And Thave it in Charge 
to atteud het all this Evening in order to conduct 
het to the Place appointed. 

Sharp. Well, I go and inform your Maſter } 
and do you preſs her xo make all the haſte imagi 
nable. Exit. 
Seiter. Were Ia Rogue now, whata noble Prize 
could I diſpoſe of! A goodly Pinnace, richly laden, 
and to launch forth under my Auſpicious Convoy, Ml | 
Twelve thouſand pounds, and all her Rigging ; 
beſides what lies conceal'd under Hatches. --- Ha! 
All this commited to my care! Avaunt Temp- b 
tation — Setter, thew thy ſelf a Perſon of worth 
be true to thy Truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Re 
uted honeſt | Hum : Is chat all? Ay : For to be 
honeſt is nothing ; the reputation of it is all. Re 

tation | what thre ſuch poor Rogues as I to di 
Lich Reputation ? — Reputation is een as foolill 
as Honeſty. And for M part, if 1 meet 

þ with a Purſe of Geld in his hand, I'll dil 

e of mine to the beſt advantage. 

Sit o. Heh 5 heh 3 heh . Here this for you 
i'Faich Mr. Setter. Nay I'll take you at your word 
Icßbinking @ Pur 
Setter. Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undor 
undone | I'm undone, my Maſter's undone. 
Sir fo. No, no, never fear Man, the Lad 
buſineſs hall be done. What — Come, 
Setter, 1 have over · heard all, and to ſpeak, is 
oſs of time; but if there be occaſion, let ib 
wort 


worthy Gentlemen intetcede wade Ws 
her him Gold 
Setter.” O Lord, Sir, what d'ye mean? Cotrupt 
my honeſty ! — They have indeed, yery perlwa- 
ding faces. But 
Sir fo. 'Tis too little, there's more , Man. 
| There, take all --- Now --- h 
s Setter, Well, Sis Zoſeph , you have ſuch a winning 
way with you? 
Sir Fo. And how, and how, good Setter, did 
; W the lictle Rogue look, when ſhe talk d of Sir fe- 
ſeph? Did not her Eyes twinkle , and her Mouth 
water ? Did not the pull up her little Bubbies ? And 
—— Agad , I'm ſo overjoy'd — And ſtroke down 
her Belly; and then ſtep aſide to tie her Gatter, 
when {he was thinking of her Love? Heh, Setter, 
F Setter. Oh , Yes * Sir. 
a Sir Jo. How now , Bully > What, melancholy 
becauſe I'm in the Ladies favour 2 No mater, 
h Lu make your peace I know, they were a little 
de fmars upon you — But I warrant , I'll bring you 
be into the Ladies good Graces. 
nel Bluffe. Plhaw , I have Petitions to ſhow , from 
4 *ther-gueſs-roys than ſhe. Look here: Theſe were 
gil dent me this Morning — There, read, | Shows 
Letters. | That That's a Scrawl of Qua- 
ai lity. Here, here's from a Counteſs roo. Hum — 
No hold That's from a =o, wh Wife , the 
ſent it me by her Husband — But here, both theſe 
are from Perſons of great Quality. 

Sir o. They are either from Per- ¶ While Sir Joſeph 
ſons of great Quality, or no Quality q reads , Bluffe 
atall,*tisfuch a Damn'd ugly Hand. { whiſpers Setter. 

Setter. Captain, I would do any thing to ſerve 
you ; but this is ſo difficult — 

Bluffe. Not at all. Don't | know him? 
Setter, You'll remember the Conditions? — 
| F 4 Bluffe, 
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Blue. 1'll give't you under my Hand In the 
mean 'time , here's Earneſt. | Gives him Money | 
Come, Knight; — I'm capitulating with Mr. 
Setter for you. 

Sir Jo. Ah, honeſt Setter. Sirrah , I'll give 
thee any thing but a Night's Lodging. [| Exewn. 


Enter Sharper , tugging in Heartwell. 


Sharp. Nay, prithee , leave Railing , and come 
along with me: May be ſhe mayn't be within. 
'Tis but to yond* Corner houſe, | 

Heart. Whither > Whither > Which Corner- 
houſe ? | 

Sharp. Why , there : The Two white Poſts, 

Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? 
Oons , how my Heart akes. | 

Sharp. Plhaw , Thou'rt ſo troubleſome and in- 
quifitive— Why, I' tell you: "Tis a young Crea- 
ture that Yainlove debauch'd , and has forſaken. 
Did you never hear Bellmour chide him about Sylvia. 

Heart. Death , and Hell, and Marriage ! My 

Wite! | P | eAſude, 
Sharp. Why, thou art as muſty as a New-mar- 
ried Man, that had found his Wife Knowing the 
firſt Nighe. 
Heart. Hell, and the Devil! Does he know it? 
But, hold: — If he. ſhould not, I were a Fool 
to diſcover it —T'll diſſemble and try him ¶ Aſide] 
Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom; Is that ſuch an Oc. 
caſion of Melancholy ? Is it ſuch an uncommon 
miſchief? 

Sharp. No , Faith ; I believe not— Few Wo- 
men , but have their Year of Probation , before 

ey are cloiſtered in the narrow Joys of Wedlocł. 

ut prithee come along with me, or I'll go and 
have the Lady to my felt. BW y' George, | Gow, 
Heart, 
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Heart. O Torture | How he racks and tears 
me} — Death ! Shall 1 own my Shame, or 
wittingly let him 2 and whore my Wife 2 No, 
that's inſupportable — Oh , Sharper. 1 
Sharp. How now? 
Heart. Oh, 1 am — married. | 
Sharp. Now hold Spleen. Married ! 
Heart. Certainly , irrecoverably marricd. 
Sharp. Heav'n forbid , Man. How long? 
Heart, Oh -, an Age, an Age: I have been 
married theſe two Hours. LF 4 
Sharp. My old Batchelour married! That were 
a Jlt. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Heart. Death: D'ye mock me? Heark-ye: If 
either you eſteem my Friendſhip , or your own 
Wl Safery - come not near that Houle --- that Cornet+ 
ous --- that hot Brothel. Ask no Queſtions ¶ Exit. 
Sharp. Mad, by this Light. | 


; Thus Grief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure: 
Matry'd in haſte, we may repeat at leiſute. 


e, | Setter Entying. 

[+ 

ne WY Setter. Some by Experience find thoſe Werds 
miſplac d: * | 

it? At leiſure marty d, they repent in haſte. 


os 1 ſuppoſe my Maſter Heart well. 
e Sharp. Here, again, wy Mercury! | 
1c. Setter. Sublimare , if you pleaſe, Sir: I think 
on my Atchievements do deſerve the Epithet · Mercury 
was a Pimp too; but, tho I bluſh to own it at 
o. Ibis time, I muſt confeſs I am ſomewhat fall'n 
ore tom the Dignity of my Function; and do con- 
k. Nleſcend to be ſcandalouſſy employ d in the Promo- 
nd ion of Vulgar Matrimony. 1 | | 
M. Sharp. As how, dear dexterous Pimp? 
t. F 5 Setter. 


* 


Heart to marry thee , purely to be rid of thee. 
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-- Settir, Why, to be brief, for I have weighty 
Affairs depending: — Our 2 ſucceeded as 
intended wo Bluffe turns attand Traytor ; bribes 
me to make a priyate -Conveyance of the Lady to 
him, and put a Sham ſettlement upon Sir Joſeph. 

Sharp. O Rogue! Well, but I hope 

Sett. No, no; never feat me, Sit — I pri- 
vately inform d the Knight of the Treachery ; who 
has e ſeemingly to be cheated, that the Captain 
may be ſo iu reality. 

Sharp. Where's the Bride ? 
-: Sert. Shifting Cloaths for the purpoſe at a Friend's 
Houſe of mine. Here's Company coming , if you'll 
walk this way, Sir, Fl tell you. [ Exeun, 


r 


Euer Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta and Vainlore. 


Pain. Oh „ etwas Frenzy all: Cannot you forgive 
it? Men in Madneſs have a Title to your Pit). 


2 To Araminta. 
am. — Which they forfeit when they ate 
reſtor d to their Senſes. 
Vain. I am not e eee Pardon. 
Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one 
Counterfeit, how inſdlent wou'da real pardon make H 
you ? Bur there's no need to forgive what is nog in 
worth my Anger. | 
Belin. O my Conſcience, I cou'd find in m 


rer © aA a 


Ar eng Thou arxt ſo e vo int Lover, thete 
Ho oul't make a more than ordinary quiet Hu 
bend e f A 47 Ilmour 
Bell. Say you (0? ls that a Maxim amon 
© Belin, Yes: You fluttering Men of the Moc 


have made Marriage a meer French Diſh. _ 
Bell. I hope thete's no French Suwee. A 
E te | e 
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Belin. You ate ſo curious in the Preparation, 
that: is, Jour, Courtſbip, one won d think you 
meant a le Entertainment ; — But when we 
come to feed P 'zisall Froth , and 3 bur in ſhow. 


Nay , often, only Remains , which have been, I 
know nothow many times, warm'd for other Com- 


pany aud at laſt ſerv'd up cald ta the Wife, 


Bell. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who 
cou d not afford one warm Diſh for. the Wife of his 
boſom gut you timorous Virgins, form a 
dreadful Chimera of a Husband , as of a Creature 
contrary to that ſoft, humble, pliant, calic thing, 
a Lover; ſaguels at Plagues in r in Op- 
poſition to the Pleaſures of Couttſhip. Courc- 
thip ro. Marriage, is but as the Muſick ip che Play- 
houſe, till the Curtain's drawn ; but that once up » 
then opens the Scene of Pleaſure. 

Belin. Oh, foh — bo ; Rather, Courtſhip to 
Marriage, is as a very witty Prologue to a very dull 


Play. | 
b \ 3 Euter Sharper. - 


Sharp. "Hiſt, — Belmour : If you'll bring the 
Ladies, make haſte to Fs Lodgings , before 
Heartwell has fretted himſelf out of breath. Im 
in haſt now, but I'll come in at the 2 

' e | xit. 
Bell. Log have an Opportunity now , ne 
to revenge your ſelf upon Hegrtwell, for affronting 
your Squirrel. N78 { To Belinda 

| Belin, O- che filthy rude Beaſt. | Ko 

Aram. Tis a laſting Quarrel: J chink be hgs 
never been at our Houſe fince. | 
Bell. But give your ſelves the trouble to walk to 
that Corner-Houle , and I'll tell you by the yay what 
may diver and ſurptiſe ou. Kan. 


S8ck- 
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8 CENE Changes to Silvia's Lodging. 
e. Enter Heattwell and Bey. 
Heart. Gone forih, ſay you, with her Maid? 


F 
Boy. There was a Man too that fetch'd em out: M 
— Setter, I think they call'd him. h. 
be 


Heart. So-h, That precious Pimp too. 
Damn'd, damn'd Strumpet! Cou'd ſhe not contain 
her ſelf on her Wedding- Day! Not hold out till 
Night ! Leave me. | Exit Boy, 
O curſed State! How wide we err, when apprehen- m. 
ſive of the Load of Life, — We hope to find Ye 
That Help which Nature meant in Woman kind, 

Jo Man that Supplemental Self deſign d:. 

But proves a burning Cauſtick when apply d; j 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with mote Eaſe abide 
The Bone when broken , than when made a Bride. 


Enter Bellmour , Belinda , Vainlove, Araminta. mu 


' Bell, Now Gomes What Rhyming! I thought I (elf 
the Chimes of Vetſe were paſt , when once the dole- £ 
ful Marriage knell was rung. 7 a lit 
Heart, Shame and Confuſion, I am expoſed. 
uz [ Vainlove and Araminta talk a- part. 
* Belin. Joy , Joy Mr. Bride. groom; I give you Joy 
Heart. Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy 
A! Woman can as ſoon give Immortality. 
Belin, Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch 
Clowns when they are married. 
Bell. Thar they are fic for no Company but their 
Wives, 458 
Belin. Nor for them neither, in a little time =— 
Iſwear, at the month's end, you ſhall hardly find a 
Mar- 


= * 
40 — 


= 


DD 


_ Phyſician to your Father when 
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Married · man, that will doa civil thing to his Wife, 
or ſay a civil thing to any body elſe. Feſu ! how 
he looks alteady. Ha, ha, ha! | | 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha. wc) | 

Hear. Death, am I made your Laughing-ſtock : 
For you, Sit, I ſhall find a time; but take off your 
Waſp here, er the Clown may grow boiſtrous, 1 
have a Fly- flap. 

Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has 
been blown upon. 

Bell. That's home. 

Heart. Not Fiends or Furies could have added to 
my vexation, or any thing, but another Woman; — 
You've wrack'd my le be gone, or By — 

Bell. Hold, Hold. What the Devil, thou wilt 
not draw upon a Woman? 

Vain. What's the matter? | < 

Aram. Bleſs me] What have you done to him? 

Belin. Only touch d a gall'd till he w inch d. 

Vain, Bellmour , Give it over; you vex him too 
much; tis all ſerious to him. 
| 2 Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my 

elf. | 
Heart. Damn your pity. -— But let me be calm 
little — How have I deferv'd this of you? Any 
of ye? Sir, have I itnpair'd. che Honour of your 
Houſe ? promis'd your Siſter Matriage , and whor'd 
het? Wherein have I injured you ? Did I bring a 
hike expiring , and 
cavour. to prolong his lite, and you one - and: 
twenty ? Madam, have I had an 32 with 
ou and bauk'd it ? Did you ever me the Fa- 
your that I refus'd it? or — 
Belin. Oh foh! What does the filthy fellow mean 
Lard, let me be gone. 
Aram. Hang me, if I pity you? you are right 
enough ſet yd. ö 


Bell. 
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hben. TR iv & little Rtitrfons tho”. 
© Pain; Nay , "tis « Sore of your own ſetatehing. Wk 
Heart. You ate the princ e of all m 
picken ils. If Sytvis Mad tot deen your Whore, 
my Wife mi ve been honeſt. 
Pain. Aud if Silvia had not been your Wife, my 0 
Whore might have been juſt. Thete, we arc even. 
— Bat have a good heart, Theardofyoor Mis. 0 
fortune, and come to your relief. | 
Heart. When Execution's over , yon offer a M7? 


Reprieve. 
© Vain, What would you give? mi 
Heart. Oh! Any thing, every thing, 4 Leg ot s 
0 two, of an Arm; nay, I would be div orced from 


my Virility, to be divorced from my Wite. 
Euer Sharper 


pan Faith 4 that's ſire way. But here's one 
can ſell you freedom bettet cheap. 
Sharp. Pals-iove, 1 have been a kind of a God- 
father to you, yonder. I have promiſed and vow'd 
tine things in yotit Name, which I think you ate 
bound to pet fotm. 

is. No fipning to a Blank , friend. 

Sharp. No, FH deal fairly with yotr — Tis 

5 full and free Diſcharge to Sit Poſeph Mittal and 

Copraite Bluffs ; for all Injuries whatſbevet , done 
aste you by them, until rhe ptefent Date hereof. 
«cis. How (iy you? . 

Vain. 1 | | 
Sharp. Then , let me beg theſe Ladies to wear 
their Maſhves\, à motnem. | [ Exit, 

Heart, What the Devil's all this to me? 

Fin. Patente 


* Re- 


n. 


The ou Buldhuhat. | 


* 


Re- Enter Sharper, with S foleph, Bluſfe, Syria, 
| Lucy 5 Setter. 


Bluſfe. All Hartes whatſocver, Mr. Sharper? 

Sit Joſ. Ay , a/, whatſvever , Captain; Nick 
to that; whacſotver - 1 

Sharp. Tis dene, thoſe Gentlemen are witneſſes 
to the general Releaſe. 

Vain. Ay, ay, to ann Moment, — Theve 
paſt an A& of Oblivion. 


Bluffe. Tis vety generous , Sir, knee 1 needs 
"Sie fef. Ne, , Capra, you ee 
Sir 70 o, toy ou not own, 
Heh, heh, heh. 'Tis 1 ON | of 
Bloffe, That you are over-reach'd too ha, ha, 
ha, only a little Art military uſed — only under- 
mined, or ſo, 48 ſhall appear by the fair Aramima, 
my Wife's petiniſfion, Oh, the Devil, cheated 
at laſt! -- [ Lucy unmuſgues. 
Sir Foſ.-: Only a little Art- military Trick , Cap- 
tain , only countermin'd , or 82. Mr. Vaintove, 
I ſuppoſe you know hm 1 have ann 
but all's forgiven. 
Vain, I know whom you have not got; pray 
Ladies convince him. ¶ Aram. awd Belin. kwwmaſque 
Sir Joſ. Ah 1 O Lord, my heart akes.— Ah. 
Setter £5 a 22 all ſides, 3 | 
S Sir o ou er have erg 
his Gentleman I Pardon : For though Yain-love 
o genetous to wi ve the loſs of his 'Miſtreſs, --. 
_ ae how eartwell may rake weh. of 
us Wi | | Sylvia 5. 
Heart. My Wiſe 1 dy chisLight N 'risſhe, 
ockatrice --- Oh $ Let me bers bra — 
ut art thou ſure ſhe is really married to him? 
Setter,” Really and lawfully martied, Tam 2 
arp. 


* , 
b * 


* 4 N My ** 9 
Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. 
i HHeattwell goes to Bellmoyr, 
Sir Jo. Pray, Madam, who are you? For 1 
find, you = I are like to be better acquainted. 
Silv. The woiſt 2 , 1 — your Wife 
Sharp. Come, Sit Foſeph , your Fortune is not 
fo bad as you fear. — A fine Lady, anda Lady of 
very good Quality. 

Sit fo. Thanks ro my Knight-hood , ſhe's a 
muy — 


ain, --- That deſerves a Fool with a better Title. 

— Pray uſe her as my Relation , or you (hall M® 

hear on't. | * 

Bluff. What, ate you a woman of Quality too, . 

| Spoule 2 2 
Setter. And my Relation; pray let her be reſpe- lit 

Red accordingly. --- Well, honeſt Lucy, Fare thee- . 


well---I think, you and I have been Play: fellows for 
off and on, any time this Seven Years. — 
a 


Lucy. Hold your ptating. I'm thinking what 


Vocation I ſhall follow whule my Spouſe is plantivg 
Lawrels in the Wars. S 
Bla. No more Wars, Spouſe, no more Wars 
While 1 plant Lawrels for my Headabroad, Im 

find the branches ſprout at home. Be 


Hart. Bellmour , Lapprove thy micth , aud than 


thee. --- And 1 cannot in gratiiude ( for I ſee whichÞ'm f 
way thou art going) ſee thee fall into the ſam 

ſuare, out of which thou haſt deliver'd me. 

Bell. 1 thank thee, George, fot thy good inte: Vick 


tion. But there is a faralicy in Marriage. --- Fe 

I find I'm reſolute. . Fs 

Heart. Theu good Councel = 1 
jou. Fot my part, I have ouce eſcap'd- 

3 I wed again, may ſhe be- Ugly as 

old Baw d. hey | 

Fain, +--111 natur d, as an old Maid, --- 


* 


be 


Mor 


od th 
t, C 
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Bell. Wanton as a young Widow , --- * 
Sharp. And jealous as a barren Wiſe. 
Heart. Agreed. + | | 
Bell. Well, midſt of theſe dreadful Denuncia- 
tions , and notwithſtanding the Warning and Exam- 
ple before me, I commit my ſelf to laſting Du- 


rance. 
Belin. Priſoner , make much of your Fetters.' 
TS 0 [ Giving her Hand. 
Bell, Frank, Will you keep us in Counte- 
Wl ance? | ; 5 
5 Vain, May 1 preſume to hope ſo great a Bleſ- 
ng? | 
| TY We had better take the Advantage of a 
little of our Friends Experience firſt. 
WW Bell. O my Conſcience ſhe dares not conſent , 
« for fear he ſhou'd recant. ¶ Aſide.] Well, we ſhall 
have your Company to Church in the Morning: 
af May be it may get you an Appetite to ſee us fall 
to before ye. Setter, did not you tell me 
vl Setter, K te at the Door: I'l] call em in. 


eA Dance. © 


Bell. Now ſet we forward on a Journey for life: 
— Come take your Fellow Travellers. Old George, 
m ſorry to ſee thee ſtill plod on alone. 


Heart. 
* Vith gaudy Plumes and gingling Bells made 


proud , 
he youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs 
** aloud. 
as 


Morning-Sun his Tinſell'd Harnefs gilds. 


od * gin Stage a Down- hill Green-ſword yields, 
it 1, — 1 


G What 
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What ways attend the Noon of Life! 
Our Sun declines, and with what anxious Strife , 
What pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife. 

All Conffers the firſt Heat with vigour run; 

But tis with Whip and Spur the Race is won. 
e I Exeunt Omnes, 


7.1. N42 


bil 0 G UE FX 
$ 4 raſh Girl, who will all Hazards ran, 


And be enjoy'd, tho ſure to be . 
Soon 48 her . over, 


Would give the World ſhe could her Toy recover: 

So fares it with our Poet; and I'm ſent 

To tell you , he already does a ney » 

Would you were all as forward, to keep Lent, 

Now the Deed's done , the Giddy-thing has leiſure | 
To think oh Sting, that's in the tail of Pleaſure. * 
Metbinks I hear him in Conſideration! 


What will the 22 ſay? Where's my Reputation? 


Now that 5 at - No fool * "tis out o " faſhion, 6 * 
1 loſs of that — 2 want of Hit, 


AY 
How many Undone Men were in the Pit! 
that's ſome Comfort , to an Authors fears 
If be's an «Aſs , be will be Try'd by's Peers. 
But hold --- I am exceediug my Commiſſion ; 
My Buſineſs. here , was Fumbly to Petition: 
But we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe Occaſuns , 
my not help one tryal of your Patience. a 
'tis our 2. „you _ + for fear o'th' worſt, 
To » be before · hand ſtill, and. cry Fool firſt. 
ow ſay you , Sparks} How do you ſtand affected? 
[wear , young Bays within , is ſo dejecled, 
T would grieve your hearts to ſee him: Shall I call bim? 
But then you cruel Criticks would ſo maul him! 
Let, may be, you'll encourage a beginner ; 


4 


But baw? --- Tuſt 4 the Devil does @ Sinner, . 
omen and Wits are us d e en much at one, 


ou gain your Ends , and damm em when you' e dane. 


